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Love Life\'s D.O.A 
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It didn't matter how many nights he came here since discovering the place, he would never be truly 
comfortable coming here. God if anyone from the firm knew that he came here he would never hear the end 
of it, especially from his partner David, or Junior as he liked to call the younger ‘Dave’. He sat down near the 
back of the room, not wanting to attract attention to himself (ha, that's a first Mustaine) and he was just in 
time for the show to start. 


From behind the curtain on the stage, the very short and mouthy club owner strutted down the catwalk and 


to circular center, stopping in front of the microphone lowered just for him. 


"How are we doin’ tonight, gentlemen?" He asked in his thick, Americanized Danish accent. 


The response was a loud, rambunctious cheer, the combination of alcohol and the promise of a good show 
boosting their spirits. 


"Alright, alright. Our first performer to night is someone you all know and love..give a big welcome to Mr. 
Hammett!" 


The roars got louder as the club owner snatched up the microphone stand and darted off stage, making room 
for the golden figure that slinked his way up the circular platform, a sensual techno beat guiding the slick 
movements of his body as he approached the metal railing surrounding the center stage. He wore a simple, 


white buttoned up shirt, dress pants sculpting his slim legs topped off with shiny dress shoes and a bowtie. 


The crowd held its breath as he slowly slid a slender hand under his crisp shirt, licking his lips as he caressed 
the smooth skin underneath. He gradually unbuttoned the shirt, neatly shrugging it off before tossing it to the 


crowd, a few men starting a tug of war over it before a lucky man finally managed to get a hold of it. 


Dave bit his full, bottom lip as the man's hands descended to the waistband of his slacks, his hips rotating 
sensually to the beat. The black cloth dropped to the floor, Dave's breathing picking up as the snatches of red 
silk that made up his thong was exposed. The men closer to the stage went wild, bills showering the small man 
as he ran a hand through his curls. As the song reached its crescendo, the man got down on his knees, his 


hips in full swing as he tossed his head back, the cheers of the crowd reaching a fever pitch. 


And that was all he could take. Getting up abruptly, Dave shoved his way through the men standing transfixed 
at the gyrating man on stage. Once outside he didn't waste any time hopping into his BMW and darting out of 
the parking lot. This was his dirty little secret, and the less time he spent there, the better, but he couldn't 
help himself. When Rob, one of his board members, first brought him to the Wanderlust he had been trying to 
find himself, women hadn't been enough to satisfy him, but he let his temper flare and nearly caused a scene 


in the prestigious gay strip club ran by Mr. Lars Ulrich in New York City. 


But after several more visits like the one tonight, he found himself somewhat attracted to the same sex, but 
it wasn't really enough to go through with actually being with another man, no matter how pretty the 
performer. Maybe he was looking in the wrong place? He wasn't getting any younger and at forty-three he 


was going to have to settle down with someone eventually, be it man or woman. 


He sighed as he pulled into his driveway; maybe he should ask Junior for help. But after nearly punching him in 
the face after he suggested that maybe he batted for their team he didn't think Junior would be too excited 
to help. Junior was gay himself, finally settling down with a guy from England named..damn, what was his 


name? It was Steve something, that's all he remembered. 


Getting out of his car and pressing the button for the alarm, Dave made his way inside the large, two-story 
house; that was the perks of owning (or in his case co-owning) one of the biggest law firms in the world, nice 
houses, nice cars, expensive trips, exclusive and celebrity clientele, but none of it held a great importance if he 


didn't have anyone to share it with. 


He climbed up the stairs in the quiet and lonely house and entered his bedroom, he sat his briefcase down next 
to the dresser and began to undress. Once he had stripped down to his underwear, he decided to take a 


shower in the morning, right now he was too tired and pensive to stand up long enough to bathe himself. 


His mind still in full turmoil concerning the epic failure that he called his love life, Dave fell into a restless 


sleep. 


Fuckin\' Meetings and a Comeback 


Author's Notes: 
For Biffno \'I3. Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


Dave didn't look up from his typing when he heard the door open; only one person in this whole entire building 


had his permission to walk in without knocking. 

"Hey man, did you get the memo?" David asked as he walked into Dave's office. 

Fuckin’ meetings are gonna be the death of us." Dave scowled, his eyes locked on the laptop in front of him. 
David grinned. "Yeah, but it's the price we pay for starting up a multi-million dollar law firm." 


"Came a long way from civil lawyers back in Cali, huh?" Dave finally trained his eye on his partner and long- 
time friend. 


David sat down in the chair in front of Dave's desk, nursing a cup of coffee in hand. "Blood, sweat, and tears, 


not to mention a few death threats along the way: 
Dave chuckled 

"So, how are things with you so far man?" 

"| have a feeling this ain't about my mood" 

"Dort worry, cause it's not" 

Dave grunted. “All the more reason to worry” 


"Come on man, let me set you up with Ade." 


"That's one hell of a mixed-match pair, Ellefson. And besides, after that last disaster with Sammet I'm not 


lettin’ you set me up with anyone ever again" 


David sighed. "Dear Lord, lets not bring that up. And Ade is laid back, he would be a great compliment to you." 


"No, Junior." Dave deadpanned. 
Fine. Can't shoot a guy for tryin’, eh?" 
"tll happen when it happens." 


"Well, depending on how successful the meeting is with the board, how's about Steve and | treat you to a night 


down at that club downtown?" 
Dave frowned. "What club?" 


"We passed by it earlier and Steve knows someone who works there. The..um.the Wanderlust! The Wanderlust, 


thats it! 


Dave didn't bother to mention the fact that he's gone there many a time already. "As long as you pay for the 


booze then you know I'm down for it" 
"Well then, let's go and listen to people talk for about two hours!" he exclaimed sarcastically. 


Dave rolled his eyes and picked up his briefcase; let's just hope it didn't turn out like last time, with him 
throwing another damn fit over that thinks-he-knows-it-all Hetfield 


"Bruce!" Kirk beamed and sat down the eyeliner that he was using. 
"Kirk!" Bruce grinned and returned the hug that Kirk bestowed upon him. 


"Is so great to have you back! That jerk Ulrich has had me, Andi, and Kai working like dogs to replace youl 


How was your trip back home?" 


"Y'know, same as always. Mum's complaining about not seeing me enough and Dad and | drained more than a 


few pints at the local pub." 
"Dickinson!" 
Bruce rolled his eyes; he hadn't missed that voice while he was visiting his parents. "What Lars?" 


The man in question approached them with his signature money-grubbing smirk on his face. "Its good to have 


you back, Brucie. You ready for tonight?" 


"Bloody hell! Can | catch up and nail a routine out before you hound me? And don't call me ‘Brucie’, I'm not 


five." Bruce rolled his eyes. 


"You're one of my main money makers, so of course I'm gonna hound ya. Go ahead and gossip for a bit but | 


need you ready by ten" 


"And it's what-" Bruce glanced at his watch, "Eight-thirty? Settle down, you know it doesn't take me long to 


come up with routines." 
"Whatever. Just be ready." Lars walked off, no doubt to hassle other performers. 
Bruce turned back to Kirk. "So, anyone worth mentioning?" 


"Nah, just the same old greasy regulars with a few lookers in the bunch. Although, | did see a few new faces, 
one that's shaping up to be a regular." 


"Know his name yet?" 

"No, this one actually scares me." 

Bruce brows rose. "He that bad? Never known you to be afraid to approach someone." 
"No, he looks fine. Damn fine, but he looks like he may have a temper on him." 
"Maybe he'll be here tonight, you should point him out 

“Thinking about taking him on?" Kirk smirked. 


"You know another good tipper and a few VIP scratches won't hurt; and you know | like a challenge, remember 


Gerstner?" 
Kirk laughed. "He was playing a front; he didn't stand a chance and you both knew it!" 


"Can't help that I'm irresistible, Kwirk" Bruce winked. "I'm gonna go see if | can catch Andi and Kai, and then see 
about what l'm gonna do tonight" 


"Much love, Dickinson" 
"Same to you, Hammett” 
Kirk turned back to the large vanity mirror and continued to spruce up his look. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"I swear, one of these days I'm gonna kick his ass, then can him." Dave muttered darkly as they walked 


through the parking garage. 


"You know he just tries to get under your skin, but at least he has a solid plan on advertising for the 


company." 

"Whatever. At least it was productive; it's good to know that Mr. Santana is extending his business with us." 
"Who do you have in mind to stick him with?" David inquired. 

"I don't want anyone else to fuck this up, so I'm gonna take him on" 

"Count me in, dude! It's been awhile since I've been on anything." 


"Good to know you got my back. He's goin’ through a divorce so keepin' his wife from takin’ half his shit is our 
objective right now." 


"Now that we got a goal in sight, how's about turnin’ our focus onto Tonight?" 

"When do you want me to meet you there?" 

"You know where it is?" Dave looked taken aback. 

"Been there before with Rob, remember?" 

"Wait, | think | do remember it now. Meet us there round, say..ten-ish?" 

Dave shrugged. "Yeah that works. See ya there." 

They split up, both going to their respective rides in their designated spaces. "And, Ellefson?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Be prepared to break the bank tonight." 

"I know; you drink enough for me, Steve, and the whole damn city combined!" 


Dave let out a bark of laughter and climbed into his car. 


The Performance That Rocked the House 


Author's Notes: 
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"Dave! Over here!" 

Dave spotted David at a table near the back and made a beeline towards it. 

Dave sat down and nodded to Steve, the brunette returning the gesture. "Junior. Steve." 

"Hope you're ready for the show! Steve knows the guy that's headlining tonight, and he says he's damn good" 
Dave raised a brow at Steve, who just shrugged. "He's a mate of mine from back home." 

"Ah." 

"Stop looking like you're goin’ to the electric chair man! Its a club, enjoy yourself!" David grinned. 
"Fuck off, Junior.” 

"That's not the way to act in such a great place." David chided him and his eyes lit up. "Nick!" 

He waved his arm high as the man in question saw them and claimed the last seat at their table. 
"Sup, everybody?" 

"Good as ever." 

"Can't complain." 

Dave just grunted. 

Nick nudged him with his elbow. "Lighten up man, this ain't a funeral." 


"Shut up, Menza; | will, as soon as my first drink is here.” 


"Of course, how could | forget?" David waved a waiter dressed in next to nothing over, placing an order of 


champagne for them all. 

Dave groaned. "Champagne, Junior? | was hopin’ it was in the line of somethin’ a little stronger.” 
"And have ya so drunk that ya can't appreciate the show? | don't think so." 

Steve and Nick just chuckled as Dave let out an exasperated sigh and flopped back in his chair. 
"Bruce! You look amazing as always!" 


Bruce grinned at the blonde as adjusted himself in the tight leather he was sporting. "Thanks, Andi. You're not 
looking too bad yourself, mate!" 


"It damn sure doesn't look bad from where | am standing." Kai complimented as he approached the pair, 


standing to the left slightly behind Andi 
"Bruce!" 

"Yeah?" 

"Get your ass to the curtain you're almost up!" 


"Damn dictator." He muttered loud enough for the two German men to hear, both breaking out in giggles. "I'm 


on my way!" 
"Good luck!" They shouted as Bruce left the dressing room. 


Bruce waved behind him in response. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


‘Okay, gents; give another round of applause to Jan! He did a spectacular job tonight!" Lars clapped his hands as 
Janick picked up the last of the bills that were in the platform and took his leave. "For our last little 

performance tonight before our boys mingle, we have someone very special who's back from his little vacation 
and is here to show you why he's number one in this place! You know him, you love him; everybody, Mr. Bruce 


Dickinson!" 


Dave was surprised when the crowd went absolutely wild, and the man hadn't even come up on stage yet. But 
when he did, he couldn't take his eyes away for all the clients and cases in the world. He wore a tight, black 
silk shirt with the sleeves cut out, spiked gloves that ran halfway up his forearm, leather pants with a series 


of miniature laces going down the front of each leg, black cowboy boots that complimented the ensemble, and 


the dimpled smirk on his face, framed by long, soft brown hair, tied it all together. 
"Holy shit." He heard Nick mutter in awe. 


‘Holy shit, indeed’ Dave thought. 


He slowly stalked his way up to the crowd, his posture screaming ‘yeah, | own this fuckin’ place’. The beat was 
techno, like it was most of the time, but this one had a harder, rockier edge to it and those hips rocked in 
time to it perfectly. 


He stopped in the middle of the platform, his eyes casually sweeping the crowd, heh, these blokes were too 
easy to please. Suddenly, his gaze halted, locking eyes with the man that Kirk had pointed out just before he 
graced the stage..oh, wow. That was definitely one that he had to see in his designated VIP room tonight. 


He ran both hands up his thighs leisurely, finally pausing at the hem of the snakeskin print, the throng of lusty 


club goers went crazy as he pulled it up deliberately, rolling his abdomen as he did so. 


He could've sworn that the man was eyeing him before he reached for the tight shirt.and boy was he hairy, 
but damn was he gorgeous. The shirt gave way to sculpted abs and a lightly chiseled chest; the ovation of the 
crowd ringing his ears and he watched as the men closest to the stage shower a multitude of bills in the 


man's direction. 


The next thing to go was the leather pants; his hips moving from side to side as he peeled the constricting 
material off thick, muscled thighs. The pants gave way to snug, leather briefs that, by the size of the bulge, 
left nothing to the imagination; damn, was everything he put on tonight made out of leather? 


He approached the railing in nothing but the briefs and cowboy boots; grinding lewdly against the gleaming 
metal, 


"Show off" He barely caught Steve saying almost fondly. 


The banknotes continued to litter the stage as he tossed his hair back, looking for all the world like he was 
fucking the individual poles of the barricade. 


All too soon the act ended and the man was collecting his nights earnings, which looked more like the average 
working man's paycheck for the whole month judging by not only the ones, but twenties, fifties and even 


hundreds, and Lars was already back onstage with his microphone. 


"Let's give it up for Bruce one more time!" 


If these guys screamed any louder they would shatter the glass that not only made up the cups, but the 


heavily tinted material of the windows as well. 


"Now its time for our boys to mingle, so you gentlemen have a lovely night; | just know you will" Lars grinned 
smugly as the men in the back entered the room from the backstage door, quickly spreading out amongst the 
guests. Bruce never failed to get these drunkards and perverts going; although he wasn't being fair, there 


were decent ones among them, but for the most part they were..well, drunkards and perverts. 


Bruce gave the crowd one last shake of his arse, causing yet another ruckus, before heading backstage and 


getting changed to head back out for the mingle. 


Introductions 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Biffno \'13. Kinda setting up for their first \meeting\. Reviews are appreciated and as always, 


enjoy! 


Bruce licked his lips as he eased out of the backstage door and into the packed room; he donned a sleeveless 
that read ‘Pommie Bastard and a small pair of shorts that resembled the Union Jack topped off with a yellow, 


mushroom-like cap with various red polka dots. 
"Bruce! Over here!" 


He turned his attention to Andi who was over at a table with the four men he had met the last time he was 
here; he recognized Sascha and his three friends: one had very beautiful blue eyes, one had very curly hair, 
and the other one scarily resembled Steve. As much as he would like to join his friend, he had someone else in 


mind. 


As he ventured through the club he waved, nodded, and spoke to various club goers and co workers, all trying 


to catch his attention but his eyes were now zeroed in on Steve and the men that accompanied him. 

He had to fight the urge to smirk as the curly haired man with the goatee locked eyes on him; sometimes it 
was just Too easy to gain suitors, and if they paid well he certainly didn't mind. Bruce grinned as he reached 
the table behind Steve's chair, playfully smacking him in the back of the head. 

"Heyl" Steve scolded. 


"How ya doirt, Harry? Haven't seen you around in months!" Bruce grinned, nicking a chair from another table 


and pulling in on the left side of Steve and subsequently, next to Dave. 
| saw you before you left you git!" 


"Seems like months." Bruce muttered. "Anywho, you gonna introduce me to your mates or what?" He eyed 


Dave in particular, who seemed to have found something extremely interesting in his glass of champagne. 


If hadn't come up and started running your mouth | could have." Steve rolled his eyes and motioned to David, 
"David Ellefson, I'm with him, Nick Menza is the one with the face fungus like Ade-" he chuckled when Nick 
scowled and smoothed his hand over said fungus, "And that's Dave Mustaine. And in case you blokes didn't 


hear Lars, this is a childhood mate of mine, Bruce Dickinson" 

They all nodded and Bruce shook each of their hands individually; first David, then Nick, who held on little longer 
than necessary, and finally, Dave. His wasn't surprised to fill the little jolt of electricity that shot through him 
when Dave took his hand in a firm grip; he had known there was chemistry when he locked eyes with the man 
mid-show. 


"Two Daves, huh?" 


‘I've been pegged as ‘Junior’ since I'm the younger Dave." David grinned as he curiously appraised his new 


tablemate. 

"There was no way in hell | was gonna be called Junior, older or not" Dave snorted 

‘Hmm, he has a bit of an attitude on him: Bruce thought to himself 

David decided to ignore him, his focus on Bruce. "So, how did you two meet?" he gestured towards Steve. 
Bruce smiled widely while Steve groaned loudly. "Funny you should ask~" 

"Hey, Bruce!" 


Bruce let out an exasperated sigh while Steve's was one of sheer relief; damn that Lars! He spotted the peace 


offender and called out to him. "What do you want?!" 
"Get your ass over herel" He was standing with a few of the regulars, Bruce letting out an aggravated groan 


as he recognized a truly annoying regular, fucking Ritchie Blackmore. God he hoped he didn't have to spend 


seconds, let alone an hour with that undeservingly conceited fucktard. 
"Ill be back if | can" He tossed behind him as he left the group. 


David grinned mischievously as he watched Dave's eyes appreciatively wander down Bruce's retreating form, 


not that he was the only one, Nick was checking him out as well 
"Found somethin’ worth entertaining Mustaine?" he teased. 


If Dave heard him, he didn't show it, so he leaned across the table and snapped his fingers in front of the 
redhead. 


"What?" Dave glared as he snapped his concentration back to David. 


Steve eyed him a bit warily. 


"Maybe you could uh, pay up and spend some ‘alone time’ if you're that interested." 
Dave felt his blood boil when he heard that voice. Fuckin’ Hetfield. 
Now this man, Steve eyed him a bit dangerously. 


"If you don't, there's tons of others here definitely biddin' for him. That group with Lars are the highest 
bidders so far; hell, I'm thinkin’ about throwin’ my hat in for him." 


"He's not some fuckin’ object for you to auction for" Steve spat. 
"Pssh. What do you think the VIP mingle is for? lm just discussing my choice with fellow potential takers” 
"| dort think you're gonna be spending any time with him tonight, dude" David chuckled 

"And why not?" 


"Cause Dave is on his way over there as we speak, and since he's the multi-millionaire, bordering on billionaire 


and he pays your salary, who do you think is gonna outdo who?" Nick explained with a look of amusement. 
Hetfield just glared murderously in Dave's direction and stalked off. 

"You look very uncomfortable with this, Steve." David said quietly to his lover. 

Steve shook his head. "I don't mind the dancing all that much, it's just shite like this that makes me want to 
wring his neck for choosing this lifestyle. They're basically treatin’ him like he's a whore, and to be honest, 


right now that's what he's doin." 


David patted his back. "He's a big boy, he found somethin’ he liked in this lifestyle and he's down with it. l'm 
sure he can take care of himself. And besides, tonight he's gonna be with Dave, that should offer you some 


measure of comfort." 
"How do you know he's goin’ with Dave?" 


"Didn't ya hear Nick? Those men over there practically run New York City, and me and Dave make what they 
do in a year in little over a month. Do you actually believe that they will outdo him?" 


Reluctantly, Steve nodded and looked over to where the small crowd was gathering; Bruce was leaving with one 
of them, if he wanted to make the big bucks to pay for the ultra fancy loft he had in the upper east side of 
Manhattan, and he'd rather it be Dave than any of the other trolls. 


The VIP: Part One 
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Bruce resisted the urge to scowl. This was one of the downsides to being who he was; he wasn't allowed much 
choice on who he went into the VIP with, for him and Kirk it was usually just the pervert with the thickest 
wallet. All he did was paste a false smile on as he stood in the semicircle that consisted of Lars, Ritchie 
Blackmore, and two other regulars who were introduced as Rob Halford and Steve Duren, known by close 
friends and associates as Blackie Lawless. And being the absolute arsehole that he was, Lars insisted that he 
be present, to quote ‘Tempt the gentlemen even further when they see firsthand what they're competing for’. 


"Hmm... looks like we got us a new bidder." Lars grinned. 


Bruce felt a presence behind him and looked back, and immediately had to look up, to see Dave left the 
champagne glass to his lips. 


"Blackmore, Rob, Blackie." Placing hand on his shoulder, Dave nodded at the other three hopefuls. "He's comin’ 
with me tonight boys, pack it in" 


Blackie scowled. "I don't think so man, I'm already puttin’ five hundred on him." 
"Seven-fifty.” Rob challenged over the rim of is bottle. 


"Nine!" Ritchie declared. 


Lars was practically drooling by now, it was a rule that he got at least half of the earnings from the VIP 


sessions. 

"They do this in front of you?" Dave whispered in Bruce's ear. 

Bruce snorted. "Yeah, and they're all fucking pigs: 

"Don't worry you ain't leavin’ with them. | said that you're leavin’ with me” 


Dave caught Lars's eye and jerked his head in the direction of the back of the room, grabbing Bruce's arm, he 
tugged him in the direction of the backstage door. Lars pacified the other three men as they started to 


complain, following the two departing figures. 


Dave didn't waste time when they were alone. "Got a bit of a proposition for you." he took a sip of his 


champagne. 


In the business that he was in, Lars felt that it was always a good idea to get a bit of background on the new 
faces that became regulars, and he knew he could probably do no better the man in front of him: one of New 
York City's elite, he (and his partner until recently, he heard) were two of the riches bachelors in the whole 
state, if not the freaking country. 


"Im listening." 

Dave glanced at Bruce, he had initially planned to have him for the rest of the night, but he was disgusted, and 
surprisingly angered, by the thought of anyone else having him, even after tonight. "He can dance to his 
heart's desire, but no one else takes him in back" 


Bruce's brows shot up. 


Of course, Lars was the first of them to speak. "Now hold on a second buddy, he's not only one of, he ;s my 


biggest seller! You know how much money | would be losing out on?" 
"| don't want him in VIP session with anyone one else.” 


"So I'm just gonna have a perfectly good boy sittin’ around on his ass while he could be making me money?" 
The tips from dancing were generally theirs to keep, and the VIP sessions were the reason for that, that's how 
Lars made his bank 


"He won't be doin nothing all the time; he'll be with me whenever | stop in Name the price and I'll pay it, but | 
don't share well with others." 


Bruce took the opportunity to look Dave up and down; he was a looker that was for sure, and from what he 
could see with the barrier that his clothing provided, the body wasn't that bad either. Damn, he hoped he was 
good in bed, he couldn't have all that and not deliver, and the prospect of avoiding skeezers like Lawless and 


Blackmore was too good to pass up. 
"Well. what do you think Bruce?" Lars sighed, this guy better be prepared to pay out the ass. 


Meeting Dave's eye, the smoldering look was enough to send shivers down his spine. "I-I don't mind. | fuckin’ 


hate the VIP shite anyway, the dancing is why | signed on to begin with." 


"And you'll keep doin’ so if you want, | don't mind the show." Dave smirked at him, causing Bruce to 


uncharacteristically blush. 


"Meet me in the back after closing and we'll come up with something; Bruce will show you where my office is." 


Lars gave in. 


"Good" Dave reached into his back pocket and tossed the contents at Lars; turning his attention to Bruce, he 
grinned. "Lead the way." 


Lars nearly bowled over at the amount in his hand. Two grand! Who the hell just totes around two grand in 
their back pocket? Well, he certainly wouldn't have had the balls to steal it from the man, his physique and the 
‘| dare you to fuck with me' look on his face would definitely warn off any potential pick-pockets. Even he had 
to admit that Dickinson was damn fine, and if he could get this for the VIP tonight he could only imagine what 


he would get to make the boy exclusive; his top money maker indeed. 


Whistling, he strutted across the room to break the news to the suitors waiting. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce bit his lip as the door closed behind them and for the first time he could think of, he was nervous; he 
didn't understand why though, he had done this a million times. All he had to do was lie down and wait it out 
for however long it took for whoever he was with to come and get out, and if he found himself aroused he 
would simply wank off and that was that. But he stood stock still as Dave went over to the nightstand next to 
the bed and place his glass down. 


He was still motionless as the bigger man approached him, glancing at his body shamelessly. He nearly jerked 
when Dave finally touched him, running his hand slowly down his chest and stomach, his lips just a hair's 
breadth away from his and Bruce couldn't prevent the shudder that went through his body. 


"You have no idea how badly I've wanted this." Dave muttered. 


Bruce stepped closer and closed what little space was in between them, he didn't think he had ever been this 
turned on before and Dave hadn't even done anything yet. "I think | do." 


Dave chuckled. "Well how about we find out right now?" 


Bruce took the offered hand and obediently followed the fiery-haired man to the cool silk that covered the 
lush bed. 


The VIP: Part Two 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Biffno \'13. Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


Bruce shuddered as he felt Dave's tongue trace the outer shell of his ear. They had shed their clothes to 
what Bruce felt was hours ago, and Bruce was melting at the attention that was being lavished on his body, a 
nip here and a caress there set his body ablaze, he wasn't used to anyone focusing on his pleasure, a fact that 
amused Dave when he brought it up. 


"Well?" he had asked Dave once they were fully undressed and on the bed 

Dave cocked a brow. "Well what?" 

"Aren't you going to fuck me?" 

Dave chuckled. "So that's what you're used to, huh?" 

Bruce nodded 

"Well | aint everyone else, we're gonna work our way up to that. Lay back and let me work" 


And man was he working; Bruce gasped as he felt the slippery muscle trace the outline of his left nipple, 
groaning as it was sucked into the moist heat of Dave's mouth. Dave trailed the tip of his tongue around the 
stiff peak before gingerly scraping his front teeth against it, smirking mentally as he felt Bruce tug slightly at 
his hair. He switched to the other nipple and did the same, leaving Bruce aching terribly and panting harshly. 


Despite the hair that covered his body, Dave guided his tongue down Bruce's body, giving him litle bites in 
what he found to be the most sensitive parts of his chest and stomach. He left nothing untouched; Bruce 
giggling when his fingertips brushed a ticklish area on his sides and under his arms, shivering when Dave ran 


his tongue over the tingling skin just on the inside of his arm. 


Bruce bit his lip when Dave placed small kisses on his waistline, his anticipation mounting as he got closer and 
closer to his crotch. He nearly screamed in frustration when Dave bypassed his erection and moved further 


down to nibble on the inside of his thigh. Dave switched to the other side to nuzzle the patch of skin under his 


knee, smiling at another peal of laughter from Bruce. 


He slowly ran his fingers down Bruce's calves, deliberately tracing them back up and until he was face to face 
with Bruce's groin. Quickly glancing up at Bruce, he lightly pecked the base of Bruce cock before trailing his 
tongue up the thick vein on the underside. Bruce ran a hand through his hair, the tresses soft and damp from 
the light perspiration over his scalp and skin. Dave took the head of his cock in his mouth, sucking gently on 
the angry red bulb as Bruce arched up from the bed. 


Bruce whimpered as the mouth slowly descended on his flesh; Dave bobbing his head up and down as he 
pleasured the smaller man. His tongue mapped out different patterns along the vein and he groaned as he felt 
his climax approaching. Sensing he was close by the constant stream of moans that poured from the brunette, 
Dave lifted his mouth from Bruce, the other man complaining bitterly at the loss. Dave reached up and 
snagged a pillow from the head of the bed, urging Bruce to lift his hips as he slid it under his lower back. 
Bruce looked confused as Dave pushed at the undersides of his of his thighs, his knees touching his chest as 


Dave leaned in. 


Bruce's eyes widened in realization and he could only whine as Dave etched the wrinkled bud with the edge of 
his tongue. He let out a choked sound as the muscle pushed through the tight ring and delved inside of him. 
Dave partook of him greedily as he bucked wildly under the assault; he had to push down on his hips to 


prevent him from doing any permanent damage to the upper half of his face. 
Bruce made a sound of despair as Dave removed his tongue. 
"Lube?" he panted. 


Bruce reached a shaky hand over to the drawer of the nightstand, his hand fumbling with the tube of lube as 


he quickly retrieved it. Dave let out an amused snort as he eyed the label on the plastic. 
"Strawberry?" 


Bruce just shrugged helplessly, his mind very close to a state of delirium. Swiftly unscrewing the top, Dave 
coated his fingers with the cool substance before chucking it to the side for later use. The tip of his middle 
finger followed the same pattern his tongue marked earlier, gently pushing the tip in as he watched Bruce's 
reactions. There was the slight shock of uneasiness, but he had done this often enough to where the initial 


breaching of fingers didn't really cause him much pain anymore. 


Dave's tongue found its way back as the second finger pushed inside of him, tracing the outside of his opening 
as his fingers scissored deep inside of him. He moved upwards and sucked one of the sparsely haired balls into 
his mouth, Bruce crying out as his cock twitched and he felt a warmth coating his stomach, him come 


plastering over his abdomen. 


Dave retracted his fingers and titled down to lick up Bruce's release even as he coated his own throbbing 
length with another dose of the strawberry lube. Bruce was still trying to come down from his high when he 
felt the nudge of the head of Dave's cock at his entrance. He fought the urge to clench himself and he 
grunted as the tip pushed into his body. Dave licked his lips as the tight channel engulfed his member inch by 


inch, both men sighing when he was finally balls deep. 

Dave leaned over Bruce, planting his hands on either side of Bruce's head and Bruce wrapped his legs around 
Dave's hips, their eyes locking as Dave began to move. Their breathing picked up along with Dave's thrusts, 
soft moans spilling from Bruce's mouth as the feeling of discomfort changed into something more satisfying. 
Bruce's eyes widened fascination and he squealed as an explosion of pleasure spiked through him. 

"What the bloody hell did you just do?" 

Dave snickered. "Felt good, didn't it?" 

Bruce nodded fervently. 

"Would ya like me to do it again?" 


Another round of enthusiastic nods. 


And Dave complied, Bruce letting out a sharp cry each time Dave hit his prostate dead on. Bruce was 


powerless to stop the wave of sensations the coursed through him as Dave continued to rock his world 
‘lm gonna fuckin own you by the time l'm finished with ya" Dave mumbled. 
By the feeling of the knot coiling rapidly in his belly, Bruce didn't doubt that for a minute. 


Each thrust was met with a high-pitched wail, Bruce ever aware of how much of a bird he sounded, but he 
just couldn't help himself. His balls contracted and his vision turned blurry as he hit his second peak, his seed 
spilling between the two bodies. Dave bit his lip as he rode out Bruce's orgasm, his own hitting him and he 


doused the clamping walls with his own warmth as he let out a guttural groan. 


They crumpled onto the bed in exhaustion, the pants loud in the now quiet room. Dave hated to do it, but he 
had a very early day tomorrow; he patted the brunette's cheek mildly before dismounting and climbing off of 
him. He quickly dressed and came back to the bed, kissing Bruce lightly on the forehead before leaving the man, 
still shattered, on the crumpled silk 


Where\'d You Go? 
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"Bruce? Oh poor baby, you look like you've been done in!" Kirk ushered over to him. 


Bruce chuckled lightly and adjusted his small duffle bag that contained his ‘work’ clothes on his shoulder. "I feel 


like I've been done in, Kwirk" he answered tiredly. 
"The one | told you about?" 
"Yeah. I'll tell you about the details later on, but I'm gonna head out. l'm exhausted." 


‘| was wondering where you were when that guy asked me to show him where Ulrich's office was. | thought 


he had done something bad to you. 

"Oh he did something to me, it just wasn't bad" 

"Well you better give me the deets bitch or | will hurt you." Kirk threatened, giving him a hug. 

"Don't worry, | will" Bruce assured, returning the hug one-armed. "Much love, Kwirk" 

"Same to you, Dickinson 

Bruce shook his head as he left: his best friend was always catty, feminine even and he attracted certain 
types of guys that Bruce wasn't too sure were good for him. Thinking back on the night he had just had, he 


smiled; he had been hoping that Dave would be good in bed and he was right, boy was he right. He hopped into 
his classic Mustang and sped off towards his apartment. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNN 


One Week Later.. 


Bruce bit his lip as he looked into the vanity mirror for what seemed like the millionth time. He wondered if 
something was wrong, amiss, in the vision that stared back at him. Dave hadn't been back since that night last 
week and he contemplated whether or not it had anything to do with how he looked or his performance in the 


VIP later that night. He hadn't really done anything, leaving Dave to do all the work, but wasn't that what Dave 
had asked him to do? Just lay back and enjoy. God his mind was a wreck. 


Familiar golden arms draped around his neck from behind. "This is like the thousandth time that | caught you 
glaring at yourself. What's goin’ on in that brain, Dickinson?" 


Bruce sighed, his best friend didn't miss out on much. "Dave hasn't been back since last Sunday. l'm wondering 
if | made such a cock up of the last visit that he doesn't want to be bothered now." 


"From what you told me everything went fine. Why worry?" 


"That was from my end of things, Kwirk He came but any idiot can hump something and come, whether it was 


all that satisfying is the key. What if he thought | was terrible?" 
"Dude, you're overreacting’ 

Bruce's face scrunched up. "Am not! 

"Yeah, you are. 

"| am not! 


"Yes you are. From what | gather he's some type of lawyer or businessman or whatever. Meaning, he could be 


busy, y'know." 


Bruce bit his lip as he eyed his reflection one last time; he sure hoped that was the case. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Busy wasn't even the fucking word to describe the week he had. Hellacious would perfectly describe it. 
Meetings upon meetings, complaints from the novices that claim they didn't get enough work, the damn 
veterans and experts complaining when they thought the novices were butting into their work, the whole deal 
with Mr. Santana's divorce, and add on top of all that the average day to day workings of being a co-CEO of a 


major law firm and he was ready to explode. 
He had planned to go see Bruce but there was just so much to do, he just hoped that the younger man didn't 


think ill of him for his long absence. But today was Saturday and only the experts and veterans were working 
and that was only until three; tonight he planned to stop by for a little visit to the Wanderlust 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNN NN NN NNN 


"Ah, why such a long face?" Kai ran his fingers through Bruce's hair playfully. 


Bruce sighed and leaned on the table, taking a small sip of his vodka It was Kirk, who was ever present by his 
side, that answered. "His boyfriend hasn't been here in almost a week" he pouted his lips for double the effect. 


"Shut up, he's not my boyfriend" Bruce muttered. 

"Then who is he?" Kai tilted his head in curiosity. 

“Client” Kirk replied, earning a glare from Bruce. 

"So the rumors are true?" 

"What rumors?" Bruce eyed him, frowning. 

"Was said that Ritchie wanted a go at you but Lars told him that you are no longer available for VIP sessions." 
"Is that true Bruce?" Kirk glanced at him. 

"Yeah. Says that he doesn't like to share." 

"Well, you didn't tell me that he made you exclusive." Kirk bit his lip. "I don't think | like where this is going." 
‘| can handle myself Kwirk, and besides, it's just fucking.” Bruce shrugged. 

"Yeah and you're moping around just because its a fuck" Kirk fired back. 

"Whatever. 


Bruce glanced at the clock on the wall, another day was about to end in two short hours; he did a full sweep 


of the club for what seemed like the hundredth time. Where the fuck was he? 
"Lookin! for someone?" 
Bruce whipped around and planted his hands on his hips. "Where in the bloody hell have you been?" 


| run one of the biggest businesses in the country. I'm not gonna be here every day all day." Dave responded 


brusquely. 
Bruce almost flinched at his tone of voice. "I'm sorry. | guess | just missed you." 


Dave cocked a brow at him and suddenly he felt very foolish. 


"So | did do something wrong, then" 
"What are you talkin’ about?" 


"You're acting different. | mean, you did all the work last time and all | did was lay there, and it wasn't that 
good for you and | understand that and-" 


"Hold up, hold up. My week had been very shitty and I'm sorry if | take it out on ya | have a tendency to 
misplace anger. And ya didn't do anything wrong; in fact as | recall, | told you to lie there and let me handle 
things." 

Bruce grinned. "Well you had things very well in hand” 

Dave smirked. "I think it was more mouth than hand." 

Bruce flushed, reaching up to scratch the back of his hand in a rare gesture of nervousness. 


"Well," Dave waved his arm in the direction of the VIP room. "You ready for round two?" 


Bruce nodded eagerly and followed behind him, boy was he ever. 


Divorce Plans and Close Calls 
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Dave panted as he fell backwards onto the bed, and Bruce was staring at the ceiling in a daze. Dave turned to 
look at Bruce, his brow raising. 


"You alright?" he asked 

"Yeah.just give me.amoment" Bruce replied, winded. 

Dave tugged on Bruce's arm and the brunette rested his head on his chest, still trying to catch his breath. 
"God that was amazing! 

Dave chuckled 

"You have to tell me how you do that” 

"Wouldn't ya rather me show ya?" 

‘Let me rest first mate!" 


"Hehe. Sorry to tempt, but | got a meetin’ with a client of mine in the mornin." Dave gently nudged him over 
and sat up. "I gotta be headin out" 


Bruce frowned and sat up as well, placing his chin on Dave's shoulder. "You sure you can't stay for a bit 


longer?" 
"Nah, gotta go" Dave knitted his brow as he felt little nips on the juncture of his shoulder. 
"Just for a bit?" 


Dave felt his resolve waning. "Bruce, | gotta go." 


Bruce nuzzled his cheek before raising a hand and turning Dave to face him. "Come on, an hour or two won't 


hurt." 


"Fuck, you're gonna have to explain to Junior why l'm worthless tomorrow." Dave pushed him flat on his back 


and climbed between his legs. 

Bruce locked his arms around his neck and his legs around his waist. "Sure, whatever." 

Bruce tugged on his arm as he was about to leave. "What?" 

Bruce bit his lip. "Would you mind if | asked for a kiss?" he inquired nervously. 

"Hmm. Didn't think you guys would actually allow that. Somethin’ about keepin’ some things to yourselves?" 

‘| mean if you don't want to, then-" 

Dave caught him off guard and their lips met in a heated kiss; Bruce shuddered as he felt an electric shock 
tickle through his body, what was happening to him? When they broke apart, Dave pressed their foreheads and 
looked into his eyes; with a quick hint of a smile, he stepped back and opened the door. 

"See ya" 

Bruce grabbed his wrist. "Wait." 

Dave turned to look down at him. "What?" 

"Don't be long this time." 

Confused by the request, he nodded. "I'll see what | can do." 

Bruce stared at his back as he walked out the door and down the hall, Kirk's words plaguing his mind. Yeah and 


you're moping around just because its a fuck Was it still just a quick fuck to him? Or was it something more 
now? He wondered if Dave felt the same; if that wasn't the case, then he was truly fucked. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


The Next Day at United Thirte3n.. 


"Mr. Santana, good morning.” Dave shook hands with the older man as he took yet another sip of his coffee. 
Damn Bruce, he wasn't as young as he used to be and these late nights were going to be the death of him. 


"Carlos, if you would Mr. Mustaine, Mr. Ellefson" The client responded with a light accent. 


"Dave and David is fine Carlos." David insisted, shaking his hand as well. 

They all sat down at the round table located on the far side of Dave's office. "Very well. As you know, that 
bitch of an ex-wife of mine is asking for an ungodly amount of my money, which after just two years she 
doesn't deserve." 

Both lawyers snickered. "Well she isn't going to get a dime if we have anything to say about it." David assured. 
"What do you have in mind?" Carlos asked. 

"We have a guy that's doing a little background work on her other relationships and marriages and if we can 
get receipts on the money she drew out of your previously joint account then we can prove that she had 
ulterior motives and we can have the marriage marked off as fraudulent.” Dave shuffled through several 
papers. 

"Our contact is a private investigator and damn good at what he does. This should be over in no time, Carlos." 
"And what will | have to do?" 

"Ah, you play a very important part in all this. And here's what you will need to do." 

Carlos nodded as he began to explain, a bit of shock flashing on face before it relaxed into a very impressed 


look He was definitely getting his money's worth here and he would definitely have to thank his drummer for 


recommending them. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Later That Nght. 


Bruce was almost to his car when he felt someone clasp a hand on his shoulder. Smiling, he turned to 


see..Blackie Lawless. The grin fell instantly. "What do you want, Lawless?" 


"Aw, you weren't happy to see me? | thought that after all the time that we've spent together, you'd been 


excited. I've paid your rent and your car note how many times?" 


"You know damned well that was a part of my contract, which is different now. I'm never hopping into bed with 


the likes of you anytime soon Now if you'll excuse me.." 


The hand grabbed his arm in a tight grip. "Why not earn yourself a little bit more cash than what Mushit has 
been giving you?" 


Bruce didn't like the way the pale man was eyeing him. "Let me go." 


He struggled as he was dragged to a darker corner of the exterior of the club. "Come on, I'll let you off with a 
blowjob, how's that?" 


"| said let me go!" Bruce bit down on his wrist and Lawless shrieked in pain and lost the steel hold on his arm. 
"You little shit!" His eyes clouded with anger, he paced towards him but a voice stopped him. 

"What's going on here?" 

Bruce almost collapsed with relief; thank God for his friends. 


Kirk planted his hands on his hips and Kai and Andi glared at Lawless intently. Bruce immediately rushed over to 
the trio. 


"Nothing." Lawless muttered, stalking off into the shadows. 
"What was that Bruce?" Andi asked, meeting him halfway on his way to them, checking him for any damage. 


"That arsehole just tried to force me. | can't say l'm disappointed to see you lot” Bruce quickly glimpsed at the 


now vacant space where Lawless had stood. 


"Well we were going to catch a taxi back to our places, but can we hitch a ride now that you're here?" Kirk 


questioned. 


"It seems that from now on we should stick together. He and the other one seem like trouble." Kai stated 


pensively. 


| agree and | don't mind. Thought that only happened to birds." Bruce shuddered; he didn't want to know what 
would have happened had they not been there. "Lets go. | need a hot bath after that. Actually, why not have a 


movie night at my place. You guys can crash at my place, you practically live there anyway." 
Andi and the rest nodded. "Do not worry. Will not leave you by yourself” 


Bruce led them all to his car. Man, he wished that he had Dave's number right about now; having his friends 
around was a good thing in of itself, but he would feel so much better if Dave was here to tell him everything 
was going to be okay; and to protect him, because he had a feeling that Lawless wouldn't let what happened 
tonight slide.. 


A Little Ménage à trois Won\t Hurt (Part One) 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Biffno \'13. Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


Several Days Later.. 

Bruce panted as he made his way down the sidewalk. He easily dodged pedestrians on the way as he mentally 
rocked out to Steve's up and coming band; he had a pretty good lineup this time, Blayze Bayley, Nicko McBrain, 
Dave Murray, Adrian Smith, and himself, he had a feeling that they would grow to be big and he was their 
staunchest supporter. It was a rare day off, Ulrich having some other matters to attend to and the club was 
closed for the night, and he figured that he would spend it keeping in shape; he was currently jogging through 
the semi-crowded paths of Central Park. He was working on completing the outside sidewalk when a car pulled 
up and paced next to him. He peered to the left and he saw a familiar red head poke its way out of the 
driver's side window. 

"Didn't think it was possible, but ya look even better than ya do with all that leather." Dave grinned. 

Bruce stopped, the car parking alongside him, and he looked down; he wore a simple sleeveless, gray top that 
was darker in the chest area where he sweated and tight blue spandex shorts that reached down to his knees. 
His hair was tied back in a high ponytail that stretched down to the middle of his upper back and he donned a 
blue sweatband on his head. 

Reaching into his pocket, he turned off his mp3 player and grinned back. "What was that?" 

"I said that ya look even better now than ya do in all that leather." 

"Oh really now?" Bruce smirked, 

Dave nodded. "Never thought I'd see you in broad daylight” 

Bruce rolled his eyes. "| do have a life outside the club, you do know that right?" 

"Nah, | just thought that you'd sleep during the day and dance at night. No social life to speak of." Dave teased. 


"Sod off. Aren't you the funny one?" 


Dave's shoulders quaked in silent laughter. "Look, I'm on my way back to the house for lunch..care to join me?" 


he winked. 


Bruce smiled and jogged over to the passenger side of the vehicle; he opened the door and dropped down into 


the seat. "Let's go." He closed the door and they sped off. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce cried out and he clawed at the slippery tiles of the shower wall. Dave grunted, thrusting rapidly in and 
out of his lover. All thoughts of lunch were discarded and they were in a race to finish before Dave had to 
get back to his meeting with David. Bruce reached back and gripped a handful of Dave's hair, their lips colliding 
in a brutal kiss as the older man's hand wrapped around his cock. Bruce gritted his teeth and threw his arse 


back to meet the movements of Dave's hips. 

His mouth opened in a soundless scream and his seed spilled over Dave's hand and the shower wall; Dave 
stilling behind him as he felt a warmth flood deep inside him. Panting frantically, they slid down to the floor, 
Bruce seated firmly in Dave's lap. 

"l'm sure David is waiting on you." Bruce stated breathlessly. 


"He'll be alright for a few more minutes." Dave waved dismissively. 


"| do have to get going. | promised Kirk that | would help him move into his new apartment and we were going 


out for drinks tonight." 
"You and him are like best buds or somethin'?" 


Bruce chuckled. "I've known him since | first came to this country. He's helped me out a great deal over these 


past few years and vice versa. He's the one with the curly hair and piercing under his bottom lip." 


Hmm, he was the one he saw a couple weeks back. "Why not come over here for your drinks? | know my way 


around a shot or two." 


Bruce dismounted from his now flaccid member and got up to turn off the spray of the cooling water. "Really? 


Why?" 

"I saw him perform not too long before seeing you. It would be interesting to see him up close." 

An idea formed in Bruce's head; he had bragged constantly about Dave's prowess between the sheets, and he 
was more than willing to let his best friend experience it first hand, if only for one night. “Alright, I'll run the 


idea by him. I'm sure he'll agree to come." 


Dave stood up and stretched his stiff muscles before coming over and wrapping his arms around Bruce's 


waist. "Good," he nuzzled Bruce's neck, causing him to shudder deliciously. "You know where we are?" 


Bruce just nodded, turning around in his arms and slipping his own around Dave's neck. "We never did get to 


eat. l'm starving." 

"Junior's gonna kick my ass, but get dressed and l'll spot us a place to chow down" 

With a firm pat on his arse, Dave ushered Bruce out of the stall and out of the bathroom. 
"Did he say why?" Kirk was extremely curious as to why Dave would want him over. 


Bruce sat the final box down into Kirk's new bedroom. "He was just interested in meeting you, and besides, 


maybe we could have a bit of fun tonight. l'm sure that was what he was hinting at anyway." 

Kirk's eyes lit up. "You mean like what we did with Page?" 

Bruce nodded. "He's good. Damn good and you're gonna find out first hand." 

Kirk licked his lips, he remembered going past Bruce's room with a client of his own, hearing his normally quiet 


in bed friend trying to break the sound barrier with his yelling; he would definitely like to see what the fuss, 


or screams, was about. "Count me in. Now help me get settled in" he grinned. 
‘Its a date then" 
"You're not bothered in any way by it?" 


"Not really. We're not really in a relationship, you're my best friend, and we've shared many times prior so 


why not?" 

"You just seem different with him, and it's one of the things that concern me” 

"Not with this again Kwirk, let's just unpack your things and plan for tonight! 

Kirk bit his lip, he could tell that Bruce was falling, and falling hard. He just hoped that his friend didn't get his 


heart broken just because the sex was good. Sighing, he led Bruce into the living room area and they got to 


work on the large amount of brown boxes that littered the floor; he was too romantic for his own good. 


A Little Ménage à trois Won\'t Hurt (Part Two) 
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Kirk's widened as he took in the massive home; Bruce pulling into the vast driveway and parking next to the 


lone BMW. 
"Whoa" he breathed. 
"Yeah, that's what | thought earlier." Bruce grinned, climbing out of the car. 


Kirk scrambled out of his seat belt and followed his friend, his dark eyes glued onto the building. "He lives alone 
in this thing?" 


"| would assume so." Bruce rang the doorbell and turned to Kirk, "It's a bit overwhelming for me, | mean, | had 
a feeling that he had little more than the average person but he's loaded! In the club, we're on somewhat of 
the same plane but in the outside world." Bruce paused. "l-1 don't want to be labeled as some sort of gold 
digger or what have you." 

"You're not really a gold digger if he's paying for you-" 


"But it was in the club! This is outside the club!" 


"You're just visiting a ‘friend’. You two aren't in a real relationship so why are you even bothered by it? 


Unless..do you want a relationship?" 

"Yes! Nol | don't know! | don't know what's going on! I'm not used to being in this position, Kirk! I'm the egotistical 
bastard that everyone wants, not the insecure little git that trips over his own two feet! | don't like feeling like 
this!" 

They both saw a figure making its way to the door through the frosted design of the glass. 


"You might want to rethink this whole exclusive thing. Tell him to find some other dancer, stripper, whatever! 


But if you intend to do it you need to do soon" 


"Ulrich will have my arse if make a cock-up of this. And to be honest, | don't really want to stop this thing; 


whatever is going on, it just has to be mutual, | can feel it" 


Kirk sighed. "Let's just have our fun tonight and we'll cross that bridge when we get there, hmm? And 
besides-" He was cut off by the door opening and the glorious sight before them. 


Both men took the chance to look at the taller man that stood in front of them; it had taken him a while to 
get to the door and they could see why. His hair was damp, ringlets of water sliding down his chest and down 
to his waist band, where jeans sat, unbuttoned and held up only by a prayer. 


"Damn" Kirk murmured. 
"Took ya long enough. Even had enough time to squeeze a shower in, come on" 


Dave spun away from the door and proceeded to the dining room area, Bruce and Kirk having no other option 


than to follow behind him, Kirk closing the door as an afterthought. 


Their eyes widened as they took in the large room, one side was like any other dining room, with a mahogany 
table and eight chair surrounding the perimeter, a chandelier hanging up above while an expensive looking 
carpet decorated the floor below. The other side, however, was the closest thing to an actual bar; there was a 
humongous cupboard that housed more alcohol than either of them had ever seen, a purple light illuminating 


the many, many bottles that called the shelf home. In front of that was a long, slim wooden counter with six 


bar stools bolted down in front of the length of it, a mixer built into the counter to the far right. 


Dave slipped behind the counter, reaching down to pull out several medium glass cups. "What can | start you 


boys out with?" 


"Gin and tonic if you have it." Kirk hopped up on one of the barstools, his eyes still traveling over the 


selections in the cupboard. 

"Scotch." Bruce replied, claiming the seat next to his best friend 

Dave nodded, sliding open one of the glass doors and scanning through the collection, taking three bottles from 
the bunch. Setting them down, he reached under the countertop and opened the small fridge located below, 
pulling out a can of coke and a bottle of tonic water. It took him less than five minutes to have each drink 
made and ready, leaning over the counter with his Jack and coke in hand. 


"First round of the night." he declared, raising his glass in a toast. 


Bruce and Kirk joined him, their glasses clinking before they worked on tossing back their first drink of the 


eveni ng. 


Many Rounds Lafer.. 
"and he tripped on the way out! The idiot forgot to pull up hisss fuckin pantss!" Kirk slurred. 


Kirk and Dave howled with drunken laughter, and even though the story was about his intoxicated mishaps, 
Bruce joined them in inebriated hysterics. There was a graveyard of empty glasses on the bar counter, and 
they were all seated on a barstool; Dave had come around and nudged Bruce off of his stool and took his place. 
He was now seated between Bruce and Kirk, one arm wrapped around Bruce's waist while the hand of the other 


one rested on Kirk's knee. 


"I still can't believe he tells that one, | was pissed and horny. Of course | wasn't thinking straight!" Bruce 
protested. 


"And that's why you got chased down the street by that guy's grandmother!" 
"Who would have known that that old bird could run that fast?" Bruce grinned sloppily. 


Dave seemed to have drowned out their conversation, his hand appearing to have a mind of its own as it 
slowly advanced up Kirk's thigh, while his mouth became glued to Bruce's neck. Bruce groaned and tilted his 
head to the side, giving Dave more access than he could ever need, Kirk eyeing them heatedly as their lips 
soon joined. Bruce sighed into the kiss as Dave's tongue gently caressed the roof of his mouth; he almost 
whined at the lost when Dave backed away, his attention turning to the man on his left. 


Kirk quivered as Dave's full lips connected with his own, Dave's tongue demanding entrance into his mouth. 
Granting its request, he moaned as it tangled with his own, he was a damn good kisser. Kirk leaned forward, 
blindly seeking his lips once more when he pulled away. Dave took each of their arms in a hand and dragged 


them off of their barstools. 
"Let's go." he commanded, his voice thick with arousal. 
Bruce and Kirk could only trail behind as they were led upstairs; one already knowing of the exquisite pleasures 


that awaited them at the hands, and other parts, of the ginger-haired man, one breathlessly anticipating what 


was to come. 


A Little Ménage à trois Won\'t Hurt (Part Three) 


Author's Notes: 
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enjoy! 


Dave leaned back onto the mass of pillows at the head of the large bed, his eyes glittering lusttully as the two 
men before him engaged in a heavy make out session. His hand snaked down his naked body, slowly wrapping 
around his aching arousal, stroking languidly up and down. His other hand reached over to the nightstand and 
grabbed the bottle of oil that he placed there earlier before his shower; he tossed the bottle at the pair, the 
plastic hitting Kirk on the thigh. 


The two broke apart and glanced at the bottle, Bruce urging Kirk to lie down and grabbing the bottle. 
"Turn round." Dave instructed. 


Bruce did as he was told, his face now mere inches away from Kirk's member, pouring the oil onto his fingers, 
he passed it off to Kirk, who did the same. Kirk gasped as he felt a thick digit slide into him, a moist heat 
engulfing his cock as he shakily pushed his own finger inside of Bruce. He licked the angry red tip of his cock 
before taking it into his mouth, both establishing a smooth rhythm. 


He grunted as he felt another finger join the first, Bruce scissoring the two fingers as he thrust them in and 
out of Kirk His middle finger joined the index, mimicking the movements of the questing appendages, the other 
man shuddering when they brushed past a slightly raised area deep inside his passage. 


Bruce swallowed hard around Kirk's member as a spike of pleasure slivered down his spine; he quickly sought 
out the button he had neatly averted on the initial breach of Kirk's arse, gently drumming the tips across it, 
Kirk whining beneath him. Their hands worked faster as they fucked each other with vigor, getting lost in the 


sensation that was being brought out. 
"Enough." 


They reluctantly untangled from each other at Dave's command; he crooked his finger at them, his other hand 
still working his shaft. They crawled up the bed, Kirk on the left and Bruce on the right, and situated 
themselves next to each side of Dave's hips. Kirk reached out and batted Dave's had away, taking over the 
steady motions along his cock while Bruce separated his legs slightly and lightly caressed the furred sack 
underneath. 


Dave sighed and tilted his head back as the duo lavished their attention on him. Kirk nipped at the tip of his 
cock and Bruce licked the small crevice between his two balls; the golden-skinned man eagerly swallowed him 
whole, Dave moaning loudly as his head bobbed up and down swiftly. Bruce sucked the left globe into his mouth, 
tapping his tongue gently against the wrinkled skin. Once he was finished, he shifted over to its mate and 
treated it to much of the same, applying a bit of suction that made Dave twitch inside Kirk's mouth. 


Deciding he had had enough of where he was at, Bruce moved up to where Kirk was sucking away, using his 
nose to nudge him away. Kirk pulled up all the way to the head, giving it one last slurp before he let it slip out 
of his mouth. Bruce licked his way from base to tip, Kirk joining halfway up and their tongues met at the slit 


on the top. Their lips met once more, both sharing Dave's essence as their tongues battled for domination. 


Kirk was yanked away, Dave tugging him over his body. He reached back and took hold of his cock, positioning 
the head at his pucker. Kirk gasped as the head pushed inside of him, his eyes closing tightly as it popped 
through the ring of muscle and the rest of shaft trailed after it. He pressed the palms of his hands flat 


against Dave's solid chest as the redhead impatiently began to move. 


Bruce nibbled and sucked at Kirk's pierced nipples as his ride began; Kirk moaned as the thick cock inside of him 
began to speed up, his breath coming out in harsh pants as he tried to keep up with the hectic rhythm. He 
literally squealed as the head swept against his prostate, his vision starting to swim as he felt the continuous 
shocks go through him as the action was repeated again and again. He reached out and latched onto Bruce's 
hand, his body sinking forward and changing Dave's angle, somehow allowing him to thrust deeper into his tight 
heat. 


"Oh God" he whimpered. 


Dave panted harshly, sweat decorating his forehead and dripping down his face as his brows wrinkled in 
concentration. Each jab was met with a cry, Kirk squeezing Bruce's hand tightly as his friend whispered thickly 


in his ear. 


"He's good, isn't he? All thick and hard inside of you?" Bruce pushed his hand between their bodies and curled 
his fingers around Kirk's flesh, wanking it in time with the snaps of Dave's hips. 


Kirk helplessly nodded, his peak approaching closer and closer. When it hit he couldn't make much of a sound, 
his voice coming out as a breathless croak, his seed coating Bruce's hand as it continued to shuttle up and 


down his length. 


Dave didn't waste any time. Hastily, but carefully, hoisting Kirk off of him, he set him to the side and eyed 
Bruce, who barely had enough time to lap up the thick substance on his hand before he was shoved onto his 
back. Bruce parted his legs, circling them around Dave's waist as he settled himself between the thick thighs. 
Dave leaned down and bit at Bruce's throat as he prodded his entrance, Bruce arching his hips to help Dave 
slip into him, both groaning as he slid home. 


Bruce gritted his teeth as Dave began to rock inside of him; he felt the bed dip beside him and he looked on as 
Kirk lifted Dave's head up and kissed him. Dave returned it feverishly, his hips driving his length into Bruce 


harder. 

"Nngh!" Was all he could muster as he watched their tongues duel for supremacy. 

Dave felt his balls begin to tighten, signaling his impending orgasm, he'd be damned if he let Bruce bring him to 
completion before him. He ground hard against him, Bruce shouting when he found the magic bump deep within 
him. Kirk broke away from Dave drifted down to take Bruce dripping cock in his mouth; he let Dave do most of 
the work, sucking along with each strong push into Bruce's body. 

Bruce couldn't hold back any longer, he let out a shrill cry as his cock swelled rapidly in Kirk's mouth and his 
warmth spurted into his best friend's mouth as he came. Dave growled as he reached his climax, emptying his 
release into his lover's convulsing channel. He pulled out, collapsing backwards on the bed once Bruce 
relinquished his hold on him. 

"Shit." he said, his chest heaving with his lungs' effort to replenish his air supply. 


Kirk swallowed the rest of Bruce's come and reached over the edge of the bed, the exterior of the bottle he 
hauled up gleaming in the light of the lamp. 


"When the hell did you find time to get that?" Bruce asked. 
"You didn't see me snatch it up when we came up here?" 
"Fuck no, we didn't. Pass it over, | could use a drink" Dave reached out for it. 


"Hell, you deserve to have a drink or two. You definitely earned the first sip; my ass is gonna be on fire 


tomorrow morning." Kirk screwed the top off and handed it to him. 


Dave took the offered bottle and sat up enough to take a large gulp before passing it back to Kirk. "I'm too old 
for this shit, l'm gonna be feelin’ it in my back tomorrow. Its gonna be time for a cane or a motorized 


wheelchair soon." 


Bruce and Kirk just howled with laughter in response, and the alcohol flowed freely amongst the trio once 


more. 


Hangovers and Plots 


Author's Notes: 
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David frowned at Dave when he arrived in his office the next morning. "You do realized that you're almost-" 


he looked down at his watch, "two hours late." 
"Had a very long night. Ya got any coffee?" Dave mumbled. 
"And you look hungover! What the fuck did you do last night?" David asked incredulously. 


"Like | said, it was a long night. Gimme some coffee and I'll be just fine." Dave plopped down onto the leather 


sofa located in the middle of David's office. 


David went over to the coffee maker he kept on a side table next to his desk, pouring Dave a cup, he walked 


over and handed to him, going back to get creamer and sugar. 

"What the hell did you do?" asked David as he watched his partner fix the hot drink to his liking. 

"Had Bruce and his friend over." Dave muttered, taking a test sip before cautiously drinking in earnest. 
"Bruce? That dancer? Why the hell would he be at your place, with a friend at that?" 


"Long story, we got worked to do" Dave waved a hand of dismissal, shuffling through the stack of papers on 
the end table in front of him. "If Santana is going to be playing the role of the naive romantic here we have to 


find more dirt on his ex." 


David filed away his questions for later, grabbing a thick folder from the top of his desk "This is what Jason 
dug up." 


"Damn, did he find out what her ancestors did too?" Dave took the folder from David, flipping through its 
contents. "Identity fraud, bounced checks, a bit of shoplifting, minor assault charge, disturbing the peace, 


reckless endangerment.. bloody hell she's done practically everything except fuckin’ murder." 


Sitting down opposite of Dave, David cocked his head to the side and eyed him incredulously. "Bloody hel? What 
the fuck? How much time have you been spending with that guy to pick up his fuckin’ speaking habits?" he 


questioned worriedly. 


‘| can't believe | just said that! What the hell's wrong with me?” Dave chided himself mentally, but he just 
shrugged at David's inquiry, deciding to just ignore it and continue on. "If we could get somethin’ like a mug 
shot from one or two of her arrests then we're home free, this is more than enough to get Santana off 


alimony or any other payment in this divorce for that matter. In fact, we could get her to pay him alimony if 


we had half a mind to." 

Knowing better than to push Dave and put him in a foul mood, David just nodded and bypassed the subject, but 
he was extremely worried that Dave was spending too much time at that club and with that dancer. "I figured 
that much, but | think that Santana should avoid doing that, proof of character and all." 

"Well let's pick out the worst of this shit and get our argument and claims ready to go." 

Both men leaned over the end table, heads bent over the heap of papers as they picked through the 


impressive work that Newsted hand delivered himself, proving once more that he was a valuable asset to the 


two CEOs and United Thirte3n 


NNNNNNNN NNN NINN 


Kai and Andi turned from their conversation to eye Bruce and Kirk as they stepped into the dressing room. 
"Never known you two to be late." Kai said in way of greeting. 


"And believe me, by the bollocking we got | won't be doing it anytime soon, mate." Bruce said. 

"Where have you two been?" Andi asked curiously. 

"Just finishing up with Kirk's unpacking, thought that we could finish it quickly and head over here, but his 
things were all over the gaff" Bruce lied smoothly, his hand reaching down to grip Kirk's balls in a firm grip to 
prevent him from telling the truth. 

He glanced pointedly at the corner over at one of their fellow dancers; Vince Neil shuffling through various 
hair care products, trying to seem as if he wasn't paying attention, but all of them knew he was 
eavesdropping, he was the gossip queen around these parts. The other three men took the hint, understanding 
that things would be discussed later. 

"What area did you move into Kirk?" Andi turned to Kirk, grinning. 

Kirk grinned back at him. "Just a few blocks up from Bruce." 


"We are all in the same area now? No driving over bridge to get to your place?" Kai teased. 


"Shut up." Kirk rolled his eyes playfully. 


"It was about time that you moved into the vicinity." Bruce added. 


"Why don't we head out to the bar and get a few drinks before the patrons start to arrive? We have plans to 
make to christen up my new place." Kirk bustled his friends out of the room, anxious to talk about his and 


Bruce's magical night with Dave. 


Vince eyed the door as it closed. Dickinson may have wanted to keep matters private but he still knew about 
the guy that had strolled in and claimed him as an exclusive, it was the talk of the backstage area. He knew 
who the man was too, his on-again, off-again friend Tobias Sammet told him about Mr. Dave Mustaine and he 
had seen him for himself in a picture from an interview in a magazine. He knew he was loaded and he also knew 
he had acquired a taste for the prettier things, or men as he had heard, in life recently; hmm, maybe he 
could turn Mustaine's attention his way, play the enamored admirer, then the loving boyfriend and soon he 
would be living the high life; and besides, he looked damn good for his age so it was a win-win situation. Maybe 
he would visit tonight, he just had to find a way to distract Bruce long enough to make his acquaintance. 


Crushes and Villainy 
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"Ok, tell us what reallly happened." Kai sat forward and leaned his arms against the table. 

"Bruce and | had a little fun with his exclusive." Kirk giggled. 

"The redheaded one? What's his name, umm.." Andi snapped his fingers, trying to recall the name. 
"Dave." Bruce answered. 


"Ah, that one. Was much talking in back when he first came here. People seem to know him around New York." 


Andi informed. 

"So how was it?" Kai asked excitedly. 

Bruce looked over to Kirk, allowing him to tell the story. "We had a very drinks, he has a bar in his dining 
room! After he got us wasted then we moved the action up to the bedroom and dear Lord let me tell you-" 
Kirk grinned at Bruce and forked his finger in his direction, "this is one lucky son of a bitch." 


"He is good then? Very good?" Andi inquired. 


"Let's just say that whatever his secret is, he should market it!" Kirk gushed. "I honestly don't think I've come 


that hard in, well, ever! But he's Brucie's, so unfortunately | can't have him." 

"We're not really in a relationship Kirk, it's just sex" Bruce corrected. 

"Bullshit, you like him and you know it and there's no need to deny it. You're among friends." 
"Why don't you tell him how you feel?" Andi looked at him sympathetically. 


Bruce sighed, relenting. "| don't exactly know how he feels about me. He could just see me as some bloke he 


likes to shag. It could have been anybody." 


"But he chose you. That's saying something!" 


Bruce eyed Kirk warily. "Weren't you the one protesting this in the first place?" 


"And weren't you the one defending it?" Kirk shot back. "I want to see you happy, and its obvious that time 
spent with Dave does that, no matter if it's just sex." 


"What do you think | should do?" 
"Talk to him. Is the only way to know how he feels." Kai suggested. 


"But what if he doesn't feel the same and we get into a bloody row and he ends up changing his mind and going 
to someone else? Even if it's just for a shag, | still want him." 


"But what if he feels the same?" questioned Andi. 
"That would be absolutely brilliant but its highly doubtful, mate." 


"Tell you what, if | approach the man that | have a liking for, then you have to talk to Dave about how you 
feel" Kai offered. 


"Oooh, you mean Henjo?" 


Kai nodded at Andi, blushing slightly. "Unlike me, you are beautiful” The statement earned him glares from his 


friends. "You are charming, you are funny. Who would not want you?" 

It was Bruce's turn to blush. "Men aren't beautiful and besides, it's clear that Henjo likes you too, | don't know 
that about Dave. And what have we told you about that? You're every bit as attractive as the rest of us, 
stop trying to put yourself down" 

"And stop trying to ignore your feelings." Kai countered softly. "Now do we have a deal?" 

"And I'll do the same with Weiki." Andi added. 

Kirk looked down at his drink shyly. "And | guess I'll talk to James." 

"You little fraud! You talk about me and you're holding back as well?" Bruce scowled at Kirk. 


"I know, | know. But this way, we both take the plunge." 


Bruce could already feel the nerves starting to churn; his hand trembling slightly, he held up his shot glass. 
“Although l'm feeling like | may regret this, you blokes have yourselves a deal." 


Three other shot glasses joined him in a toast, all of them feeling apprehensive about tonight. 


In a corner to their right, Vince tossed back a drink of his own. So Bruce was falling for this man? All the 
better to snatch him away! Just like he snatched away Ais thunder; he used to be the toast of the town, or 
club, before this hairy, arrogant, crooked-toothed asshole decided to show his ugly face. Flipping his hair and 
making his way backstage to Lars's office, Vince had the perfect way to make sure Bruce was occupied long 
enough for his little plan to be put into action. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"You wanted to see us, Lars?" Bruce poked his head in, Kirk standing nervously behind him. It wasn't often that 
they were called to his office, and for as much as they picked on him, they were afraid of him; he was their 
boss after all. 


"Come in, come in" Lars sat his papers down and leaned over his desk, clasping his fingers together. "Nothing 
bad, stop lookin’ like you're goin’ to the slaughter.” 


Bruce and Kirk sat down on the plush chairs that were seated in front of the large, mahogany desk. "Vince just 


came to me with a very interesting idea, and | can't believe | hadn't thought of it before!" 


Both of the men in front of him looked highly skeptical once the name ‘Vince’ was spoken. "And what did he 


say?" asked Bruce. 


"Double performances! Never would have thought of it if it wasn't for him. We can mix and match pairs up 


and get more people excited about coming here!" 

"And you tell us this why exactly?" Kirk arched a brow. 

"Because you two are going to be my first pair!" Lars grinned widely. 

Bruce and Kirk looked at each other and shrugged, it sounded like fun. "Sure why not" 


‘lm sure that we can put on one helluva act!" Kirk was really getting into the idea of it, who knew that bimbo 


would come up with something that was actually..smart? 
Lars beamed. "We'll debut it next weekend. You boys better make it spectacular, but then again, you always do." 


"If that's all | would like to get back out there and see if Dave showed up." Bruce fidgeted in his chair. 


"Y‘know..he doesn't pay for me to be missing." he explained when Lars looked at him funny. 
"Yeah, that's all. I'll be checkin’ in with you two periodically so don't let me down!" 


Kirk and Bruce waved half-heartedly as they left out of the room and to their respective destinies. 


Meanwhile.. 

Vince saw him immediately, it was pretty damned hard to miss the fiery tresses and the ‘fuck you' attitude 
written all over his posture. He chuckled, they would certainly make a great pair. Getting up from his chair, he 
swaggered his way across the room, smirking as those he passed by eyed him greedily. 


‘They can look but they know they can't have it! he thought to himself. 


Reaching the booth, he gracefully slid in and dazzled him with a beaming smile. "Hello, there. Mind if | sit here 
for a bit? Its been a loong night" 


Dave studied him with those piercing hazel eyes before nodding, "I don't see why not 
Vince held out his hand. ‘Im Vince Neil by the way." 

Dave took his hand and shook it. "Dave." 

"Your parents just stopped at Dave?" Vince teased. 

Dave chuckled lightly. "Mustaine" 


"Well, it's certainly nice to meet you Mr. Mustaine. | can't say that I've seen a better looking man around here 


for ages." 
Dave looked down at his drink. "Then keep lookin’ cause l'm sure you haven't found him yet." 


Vince snorted. "Bullshit. You look better than every single fuckin’ guy in this room. You don't seem like all the 


rest” 
"Good. | hate bein’ just another face. Bein’ different is the only way to be remembered" 
"Same for me. Although my old man certainly didn't think so’ 

Dave's eyes snapped up to meet his. "Yeah?" 


So he had hit something here, this would leave him feeling somewhat exposed but it was well worth it for his 
plan. "Yeah. Once he found out how ‘different’ | was.let's just say he did most of his disapproval with his fists." 


Dave grunted. He knew what that felt like, just in different situations. 


"After a while | just couldn't take it. Left home." 


"Why are you telling me all this?" Dave demanded. 
Vince shrugged. "Like | said, you're different. But if you'd rather | leave, then-" 


Dave grabbed his arm and pulled him back down when he moved to climb out of the booth. "Wait. | guess | can 
kinda relate to some of that." 


Vince spotted Bruce out of the corner of his eye. "I really do have to go but we should talk again sometime. 
From first-hand experience, its good to talk to someone about my childhood that actually understands and 
doesn't make little sounds of pity and faux-comfort just because they feel obligated to." 


"Yeah, maybe we should. You gonna be here again?" 
Vince snorted. "| work here." 
Dave just nodded. 


Vince decided it was time to make a hasty retreat, quickly glancing in Bruce's direction just in time to see him 
look from Dave to him and back to Dave, frowning a bit. Vince grinned, although slight, he had made some 
progress tonight, and if Dave decided to come back for another small chat, then he would definitely be 
available. And what better way to get under Bruce's skin than by looking deeply engrossed in a meaning 
conversation with his little friend, and a bit of touching on the hand and arm could go a long way from a 


distance perspective; tear them apart from the inside out. 


"Damn, I'm smart." Vince smiled to himself, strutting over to the table that housed his regular, Mr. Michael, or 
Mick as his friends called him, Jagger. 


Wandering Hearts (Part One) 
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Bruce bit his lip as he began to get dressed about ten or so minutes after Dave had left; he hadn't held up his 
end of the bargain. He hadn't told Dave about his feelings, in fact, Dave seemed a bit distant; they both came 


to completion and it was still amazing, but it lacked.sentiment. He needed a stiff drink, and fast. 


He sighed as he entered the main lobby, the place was still a bit packed, but he was able to find a booth that 


was empty. He looked up when one of the waiters came up to his table. 

"Hey Bruce, the usual?" 

"No Andre, give me the strongest whiskey we have." 

Nodding, Andre headed for the bar to fetch his request. 

Bruce sighed again, Dave was way more passionate than he had been, what had happened? The only difference 
was that.Vince. He had seen Vince get out of the booth Dave was sitting and beat a hasty retreat. Had Vince 
said something about him to Dave? Was Dave already losing interest in him? He was so deep in his thoughts 

he didn't hear someone sit down in front of him, but he did hear it when the man cleared his throat. 

Looking up, his jaw nearly dropped. Well, hello there. Now if there was such thing as a beautiful man, this one 
was it. He licked his suddenly dry lips, he diverted his attention back to Andre, who looked between Bruce and 
the man standing beside the booth and smirked as he placed the glass in front of him. 


"Could | have some bourbon, please?" The man asked Andre, the waiter nodding and heading back to the bar. 


The man's attention was back on him now. "Do you mind if | sit with you? All the seats seem to be filled and | 
just went with the prettiest looking face." 


"S-sure." Bruce took a rather large gulp from his glass, a slight blush staining his cheeks. 


"Man, how rude of me to disturb your peace without introducing myself" he held out his hand. "Christopher 
Boyle. You can call me Chris if you'd like." 


"Bruce Dickinson" he took the offered hand, their shake lasting a bit longer than normal, Bruce realized that 


the man looked an awful lot like Kirk, and even had a few of his mannerisms. 


‘Its certainly very nice to meet you, Bruce." Andre was back, setting the cool glass down in front of the man, 
Chris. "So what brings you here, Bruce?" 


He just loved the way his name rolled off of Chris tongue; it wasn't often that Dave called him by his name. 

"l, uh, | work here actually.” 

Chris looked a bit surprised. "Oh really? What do you do here?" 

"L.l'm a dancer." God, he hadn't been embarrassed about his job until now. 

Chris grinned, flashy pearly white teeth at him. "Oh? Maybe | should stop by again and come see you 
perform?" Blue-green eyes carefully trailed down the visible half of his body above the table. "I'm sure | won't 
be disappointed" 

"Never been here before?" 

"Nah, | just move up here from Seattle a few days ago. | asked around a bit and the club scene was the most 
recommended. And | came to the first one | saw, can't say | regret the decision right about now." He took a sip 
of his bourbon. 


"You said you moved from Seattle, you mind telling me why?" 


I'm an artist. | hosted my first exhibit here last year and | fell in love with this city. l'm professionally known 
as Chris Cornell." 


Bruce's head tilted to the side in recognition. "The painter?" 
Chris nodded. "I take it you heard of me?" he didn't sound cocky at all, just curious. 


"My friend is an art fanatic. Your name has popped up millions of times when he goes off on his rants about 


art. He looks a lot like you actually." 


Chris nodded once more and leaned forward, putting his arms on the table between them. "Look Bruce, I'm not 


one to beat around the bush about what | want." 
"And?" 


"It would be great if you could join me for dinner sometime. | hear this city has amazing restaurants and l'm 


just dying to try them all out, with great company if | can" 

This is where Bruce paused; would it be considered cheating on Dave if he took this man up on his offer? How 
could it be when they weren't in a relationship? He was just doing his job by sleeping with Dave, wasn't he? 
And if he did agree how would he tell Chris about it? 

i 

"If you can't, | completely understand-" 

"No! It's just that uh.certain aspects of my job doesn't sit well with anyone that | fancy." 

"And what would that be, Bruce?" 

"| get paid to have sex with clients sometimes." Sometimes it was best to be straightforward. 
"Prostitution?" 

"At its base level, yes." 

"But it doesn't spill over into your personal life, does it?" 

Bruce shook his head. "No, it doesn't." 


"So if its just a part of the job description, my offer still stands if you're willing to accept." 


They both jumped slightly at the sound of a ringtone between them. "That's me." Chris chuckled, reaching into 
his back pocket and pulling out his cell phone, flipping it open, he answered. "Hello?" 


Bruce sat through his half of the conversation, patiently sipping from his glass. Finally, the call ended, Chris 


immediately climbing out of the booth. "I have to go, but | would love to see you again" 


He reached into his back pocket again and pulled out a miniature pen, snatching a piece of napkin out of its 
holster, he scribbled on it for a few seconds before pushing it in Bruce's direction "Thats my cell number. If 


you're interested, just call. It was nice to meet you Bruce." 


With that, he jogged his way to the entrance and left Bruce alone. Bruce bit his lip and slowly reached for the 
napkin. He was torn; he could still tell Dave how he felt and they could very well end up together. Or he could 
test the waters with this new bloke, who seemed to take a genuine interest in him. What to do? He drained the 


rest of his whiskey and left a tip for Andre; getting out of the booth, he tucked the napkin in his back pocket 


and began searching for Kirk. He needed his friend's guidance more than ever right now. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


A/N: Here's Chris: http://userserve-aklastfm/serve/_/Ib1203/Chris+Correlljpg 


Complete U-turn 
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Bruce bit his lip as he watched Dave enter the club with his usual swagger. It had been almost two weeks 
since the night he met Chris, and whatever scrap of relationship he had with Dave was deteriorating even 
further. Instead of their usual banter before they crawled between the sheets had turned to simple inquiries 
of health and their day, and soon after Dave would be out of the bed and into his clothes, leaving Bruce 
baffled. What worried him about this the most was that Vince made more than the occasional appearance at 
Dave's side, and it looked like they were on more than friendly terms. 


Bruce stood up as Dave approached him, not saying anything, Dave took his wrist and guided him to the back. 


RUN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


He was really fighting the urge not to scream after Dave when he immediately got up from the bed. Once 


Dave was fully dressed, he turned to Bruce. 

"Listen, and I'm gonna talk to Lars about this too if you agree. Junior and | are flying out to Madrid to meet a 
new client of ours and we're gonna be gone for about a week, week and a half tops." Dave looked down at his 
feet and shuffled nervously, the gesture setting Bruce back on his heels. 


"So?" he raised his brows. 


| was wondering if ya wanted to come with me. | know | haven't been the best of company and | was hopin’ 


this could fix things." 


Was. He. Serious?! After nearly pushing him to the side for a bloody fortnight, he finally decided he wanted to 


establish some sort of connection! 


‘Absolutely not, you fuckin’ wanker’ He thought deep inside, but what came out of his mouth was the exact 


opposite, "That sounds..nice. | would love to go." 


The struggle within himself abated when Dave's face lit up and he grinned. "Great. I'll go see Lars and you 


should get ready; we're headin’ out tomorrow mornin\." 


Bruce's eyes bugged out. "Tomorrow morning?! Are you mad?" he had so much to do: he had to pack, to get 
someone to watch his place, to tell Kirk and the others, to get a few hours rest, and the list went on and on. 


"Yeah, tomorrow. ls that gonna be a problem?" 
Bruce shook his head, ‘Damnit say something! his mind screamed. 


Dave came back over to the bed and leaned down, trailing a light kiss on his lips. "You still remember where 


my place is?" he mumbled. 


Bruce nodded dumbly, granting the questing tongue's request to play with his own. When they broke apart, 
both were rather breathless. "Good. I'll see you at six" 


‘Six in the morring?!' Bruce flopped back down on the bed and ran a hand through his hair. "Bloody hell" he said 
to the quiet room. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


His eyes were barely open when he pulled into Dave's driveway; the tea he was nursing had little to no effect 
on his lagging mind. This was one of the few things he missed about England, Americans couldn't make tea for 
shite. Dave was already outside as he climbed out of the car, clutching his tea in one hand and holding his coat 
closed with the other, the cooler air of the fall was starting to kick in after all 


"Bags?" Dave asked. 


"Trunk" Bruce walked to the trunk and opened it, Dave stepping beside him to help haul out his week's worth of 
luggage. 


Once they had all his stuff, and Dave's, packed into a large Ram I500, Dave hopped into the driver's seat with 
ease while Bruce had to climb up its steps to get inside, causing much snickering from Dave. 


"Shut up.” was all Bruce said. 


The engine roared to life and they were soon on the road to John F. Kennedy International Airport Bruce was 
so surprised at how easy the conversation flowed between them, which made him even more curious as to 
why Dave had evade him emotionally in recent weeks, but he wasn't going to voice his concerns, one thing he 
quickly learned from one of their earlier times together was that if you pushed an issue with Dave, it was 
bound to lead to a punch-up. 


"So what made you come to America®" Dave glanced at Bruce. 


Bruce sighed. "| didn't feel that there was much for me back home." 


"Why's that?" 


Bruce actually took a moment to ponder this. "It was mostly a family thing. | was raised by my mum's mum. 


And once | got out of the university, | got the first flight out of there, which happened to bring me here." 
"Why'd you leave?" 
"What would your dad have done if he found out you were queer?" 


Dave almost swerved off the road at his abrupt question, quickly regaining control of the truck, he thought 


about it. "I don't know entirely, but I'm sure it wouldn't a been good" 


| moved in with my grandmum was because he nearly knocked me out when he found out | had a fancy 


towards blokes." 

"How'd he find out?" 

"Nosy fucking neighborhood, that's how he found out. But I'd rather not go into any further." 

Dave nodded, understanding the need to want to keep his past to himself. 

"So how did you get to be this fancy lawyer l'm hearing about?" 

Dave chuckled. "I got into a lot of shit when | was a kid-" 

"Back in the Dark Ages?" Bruce laughed. 

"Uh-huh. Tease me ‘bout my age, but | can still make ya holler and ya eyes roll back. Remember that." 

Bruce flushed brightly as he felt a small stirring in his groin, he decided to be quiet while Dave explained. 
"And public defenders are a bunch of fuckin’ assholes that don't give a shit about ya, just doin’ the job that 
the system gave them. So after bein busted for drugs one last time, | decided that | would learn how the law 
works and defend myself if needed. Junior convinced me to go with this school with him and double major in 
business, so we could own our own company, not have to answer to anyone else y'know? | put all my anger and 
aggression into those court battles at the lower level, and soon enough, we had enough to buy some ratty 
building and just worked our way up from there." 

Bruce nodded, this man reeked of drive and perseverance. It was no wonder he was where he was today. 


"We're here." 


Bruce snapped his attention to the large place that had become almost a fourth home, falling behind his place 


in Manhattan, the club, and England, seeing as he had to wait here for his flights. Taking a deep breath as they 
got into line with what had to be hundreds of cars, Bruce felt the initial jitters that always fluttered through 
his stomach when he was close to taking flight, it was an exhilarating feeling. Maybe one day he could truly 


make use of his degree.. 


Mile High (Part One) 
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JFK airport was in full swing as they dragged their luggage through on of the crowded entrances. People were 
on phones and laptops, some families were occupying the chairs in the waiting areas, babies were crying and 
children were complaining, couples and friends were laughing while there were a few individuals looking solemn 
or worried. Bruce wondered which category he and Dave fit in as they approached the main desk handed over 
their passports and identification for clearance. It was a quick process, the pair receiving their papers back 


within a few moments. 

"This way." Dave pushed through the throngs of people, and being relatively tall helped them easily get to the 
security clearance. They both hauled their bags onto the running conveyor belt before quickly stepping, one at 
a time, through the security screener, both coming out clean, neither one of them were too fond of having 


jewelry or any other type of metal on them. 


They waited patiently for their bags to be checked, retrieving them as soon as they were handed to them by 


one of the airport security men. 


"Wait. Dave?" 


Dave looked down at him in question. "What?" 
"Don't we need tickets?" 
"Nah." Was all he got for an answer. 


It was then that Bruce noticed that they were heading for a separate entrance gate then the rest of the 
people that littered the airport terminal. 


"Um, Dave?" Bruce said cautiously. 
Dave let out an exasperated sigh. "Yes, Bruce?" 


"Where the hell are we headed?" 


"You'll find out. Don't worry, | ain't gonna let anything happen to ya. Just relax and follow me." 


Bruce shut his mouth after that, even though many questions sprung to mind once they were outside and 


moving across the gravel of the runway. 


NUNN NNNN NNN nwnw NNN 


Bruce was surprised when he first saw the Boeing 137-200, he bet that Dave would poke fun at him if he 
knew that he knew the specifics to just about every plane in existence, and some of the models that were long 
gone (studying them was one of few pastimes that he had outside the Wanderlusf), but what really shocked 
him was that when they entered the jet, it looked nothing like he expected. The seating was highly limited, with 
only four brown chairs, three on one side, with the back two facing each other, and the chair on the right 
hand a wooden table stationed in front of it, and there was a small couch with a small screen in the wall on 
the side of it. At the very end of the aisle was a slidable door, which housed the unknown, and a regular, but 


small door next to it. 


Dave snickered when Bruce paused at the opening of the plane. "I take it, that you never been on a private jet 


before?" 
Bruce just shook his head. 


"Well, it gets even better, just wait until we take off" Dave nudged Bruce forward. "Go on, these bags ain't 
gettin’ any lighter." 


Bruce shook his head once more to clear out the daze, cautiously moving through the aisle with his bags in 
tow. He barely heard Dave speaking with the pilot, co-pilot, and attendee, all seeming to know each other well. 
Dave came up behind him and squeezed past him, opening the small door and carefully shoved his bags inside, 


reaching his hands out in indication for Bruce's luggage, storing those in the little space as well 
"Okay, that should do it" Dave shut the door. "Have a seat, take-offs in two minutes." 


Bruce numbly drooped down into the comfortable leather, buckling himself in, Dave doing the same in the chair 


next to him with the table. Leaning on it, he glanced over at Bruce. 
"Never known you to be at a loss for words there." he teased. 


All of this was really starting to overwhelm Bruce, but he managed an answer. "What do you want me to 


say?" 


Dave shrugged and opened his mouth to speak, but it was cut off by the abrupt movement of the plane 
moving forward down the runway. He grinned as the plane left the ground and slowly inclined into the air. Once 
the plane was up far enough, and they had straightened out, Dave quickly unbuckled the seat and eased out of 
it, crossing the aisle and ushering Bruce to do the same. 


"Let's go." he jerked his head in the direction of mysterious door, quickly pulling Bruce out of his chair and 
down the aisle. 


Bruce was stunned to find that the sliding door led to a miniature bedroom. There was a large, old-style 
painting that took up most of the space on the wall to their right, two beige chairs facing one another across 
a rather fancy looking rug. But what really caught his attention was the twin bed installed right next to the 
set of small windows, Bruce able to see the clouds in the bright blue sky. 


Dave lightly pushed Bruce in, closing the door behind them and sliding the lock in place. He shrugged off his 
jacket, tossing it on one of the chairs; he came up behind Bruce, dusting his hair off to the side and nipping at 
his neck. "We got about six and a half hours until we reach Madrid. And | got one helluva idea on how to pass 


by the time." 
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Bruce shuddered and slipped away from Dave, shedding his own coat and tossing it into one of the chairs as 
well. They made quick work of shedding their clothes, both ridding themselves of the constricting material they 
both wore. Dave pushed him forward, Bruce falling onto his hands and knees on the side of the bed, his feet 
barely hanging off slightly. Dave climbed over him, pushing his hair to the side once more before nuzzling the 
back of his neck, Bruce shuddering at the light touch of his nose and the press of his lover's naked body 


against his own. 


Dave trailed soft kisses along his spine, relishing in the shivers of Bruce's body. Bruce let out a yelp when 
sharp teeth bit into his left arsecheek, immediately soothed by the agile movements of Dave's slippery tongue. 
Dave stood up, reaching over to the wooden compartment at the foot of the bed and sliding open the plastic 
cover, retrieving the small bottle of baby oil that was stored there; hey, Bruce wasn't the first person he 


brought in here, but maybe he could be the last? 


Dave nudged Bruce onto his side and lied down in his place, his head just below the set of windows; spinning his 


finger in a circular motion, he commanded, "Turn around." 


He reached over and tugged on Bruce's hip as the younger man turned his top half towards the edge of the 
bed. Bruce straddled his body, Dave's ever-hardening erection waiting for his mouth to bestow attention upon 
it. Bruce took hold of Dave's cock just as he felt a warm hand part his cleft, and he licked the pearly essence 
off of the tip as the end of one of Dave's fingers on the opposing hand, coated with the oil, traced the wrinkled 


skin surrounding his entrance. 


Bruce gasped as he felt the finger push slowly inside of him, sucking the head of Dave's cock in his mouth as 
the finger was buried completely inside him. Bruce dipped his head down as the finger pulled back, both men 
finding a rhythm in which Bruce engulfed his cock just as Dave pushed his finger all of the way inside of him. 


Dave added a second finger and leaned up, his tongue lapping at one of Bruce's balls before easing it into his 
mouth, tapping his tongue up against it. Bruce groaned and took Dave even further into his mouth, a third 
finger joining the first two in preparing Bruce for what was to come. Dave released Bruce from his mouth, 
pushing up on his hips in a signal for him to get up. Bruce let Dave's cock slip from his mouth with a wet ‘pop’, 


his chocolate eyes dark with lust and his lips moist with his own saliva and Dave's precome. 


Dave reached down and smoothed the remaining oil from his hand onto his cock. "Hop on" 


Bruce grinned, quickly climbing back over Dave, this time they were face to face as he reached back and 
positioned the head of Dave's cock at his opening. Bruce sighed as the head popped in, slowly sinking down on his 
member; he bounced up and down gently, and eventually he was seated fully onto Dave's lap. 


Letting out a shaky breath, he established a controlled rhythm, his movements steady. He felt Dave plant his 
hands on his hips, urging him to move faster. He decided to ignore Dave and placed his hands on the broad 
chest for balance; he consciously feel the small dips of the plane, the beating of his heart and the pace of his 


descent following the same pattern 
"Fuck, speed it up, Bruce. | didn't let ya on top just for you to do a whole lotta nothin" 


Bruce fought the urge to roll his eyes, but he did pick up the pace, the slight sounds of their bodies meeting 
beginning to fill the room. Dave tugged him down, their lips crashing together in a desperate kiss as Dave 
circled his arms around his waist and planted the soles of his feet on the edge of the bed, taking the control 
away from Bruce. He snapped his hips upward as his grip on Bruce brought the smaller man downwards, Bruce 
gasping into his mouth as they started up a rougher, choppier pace. Bruce shoved his arms from between 
them, one hand grasping the silken sheets beneath them while the other found its way into Dave's flaming red 
hair, tugging on the curly strands urgently. 


His member was trapped between the thick hairs of his stomach and the lightly furred abdomen of the man 
underneath him; they parted for air, their breathing harsh as they continued to climb towards oblivion. Bruce 
was the first to crack, his cry loud in the small, compressed space, both feeling the sticky warmth as his cock 
twitched between them. Dave followed closely behind, sinking his teeth into Bruce's shoulder, coating the now 
clenching walls as he gave in to his own release. 

Dave's legs dropped back down, his feet once more on the floor, and Bruce slumped down on top of him. Once 
he caught enough air, he pushed the damp strands clinging to Bruce's forehead out of the way and grinned 
down at him. 


"Yokay?" 


Bruce was still huffing but he managed a nod, his eyes slightly glazed as he stared at the picture on the wall 
He grunted when he felt plump lips feather kisses on his neck. 


"Not again, mate." 
Dave chuckled. "Tired?" 


Bruce nodded. 


‘Its only been." Dave glanced at his watch, "thirty minutes. We still got six hours to go, man 


Bruce groaned. 


Dave rolled them over and pulled the sheets of the bed down, wrestling Bruce's near-limp body into a 


horizontal position. "I'll let ya rest a bit. You're gonna need it later." 
Bruce snorted. "Oh, how kind of you." 


But he didn't resist as Dave spooned up behind him, instead closing his eyes and giving in to his exhaustion, the 
dips of the plane gently lulling him to sleep. 
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The knock on the door barely registered in Bruce's mind, but he heard something along the lines of ‘landing in 


ten minutes’, before the person, most likely the attendant, left. He whined when Dave poked at his side. 
"Don't give me lip, we're gonna land soon" 

If | had gotten an appropriate amount of sleep | wouldn't ‘give you lip.” 

"An hour was more than enough. Now get up." 


Dave rolled off of the bed and stood up, reaching for his clothes, he glanced behind him and raised a brow. 
Bruce cursed under his breath, wincing when his arse bitter complained as he gingerly sat up. It took him a bit 


longer than Dave but he was dressed and out of the room in time to buckle in for landing. 


RUDD NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


He had thought the JFK was busy, but the Madrid-Barajas made the famous New York airport look like a 
rundown bus service. People were littered everywhere; multiple languages, mostly Spanish and English, were 
rapidly being spoken into the main intercom, calling out different flights. As they moved through Terminal 2, 
Bruce looked around in awe, the bright lights, the exotic languages of the different countries in Europe, 
everything. 


"This place.its extraordinary." Bruce breathed. 


"And this is just the airport. Wait ‘til you see the rest." Dave replied, both claiming their bags before squeezing 
through the thick crowd to leave the building. 


Once they were outside, Dave took advantage of his height and was able to quickly wave down a cab, the 
driver getting out immediately to help them put their things away in the trunk They climbed into the back and 
quickly joined the line of white taxis leaving the airport. 


After leaving the airport, they spent about fifteen minutes on the highway and pulled up next to one of the 
largest buildings Bruce had ever seen. 


"The Eurostars Madrid Tower." said Dave as they climbed out. 


The driver was out of the car once again, helping them extract their bags from the trunk. Once finished, Dave 


dug into his wallet, fishing out a few stray Euros to hand to the driver. 

"Gracias." The driver nodded to them and hopped back into the cab, speeding off into traffic. 
"Shall we?" Dave waved his hand towards the building. 

Silently, which was very uncommon for him, Bruce followed Dave into the very tall building. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


On the top floor, and with a view to die for, the room was nothing short of spectacular. They walked into the 
main room, which was filled with several comfortable looking couches, a recliner or two, a very official looking 
desk, a large, very expensive looking flat screen tv, and even a dining table with three seats on each side on 
the far left. If you turned your head you could easily see the bed, nice and plush, with a divider similar to the 
one on the plane to provide privacy. 

They went into the area with the bed and sat their bags down in front of the leather step that was placed at 
the end of the bed. To their right was an opening that led to the bathroom and Bruce thought he had died and 
gone to heaven, the bathroom had a bloody jacuzzi, it had been a long time since his last comfortable soak. 
"This place is bloody amazing!" Bruce exclaimed. 

Dave chuckled at his doe-eyed expression. "I'm glad ya like it. We're gonna be here a while." 

"This is..this is.." Bruce threw up his hands, he just didn't have the words." 

"Don't think too much into it. Just enjoy it" Dave advised. 

“Trust me, | flippin’ willl" Bruce grinned up at Dave. 


There was a firm knock on the door, the sound echoing in the quiet room. 


"IIl get it. Probably Junior." Dave left the room to go get the door, his red curls bouncing and shifting with 


each long stride. 


Bruce dropped down onto the bed and stared at the ceiling, it was only a month or two ago that he thought he 


had made it to what others called the good life, he had a high paying job that kept him interested, had great 
friends, a rather nice loft in Manhattan; but this, this was on a whole nother level, private jets, presidential 
suites, more expensive things than he could ever dream of.. And things like this was included in Dave's 


everyday reality, things like this costed little to nothing to him. 
"I figured it was you." he heard Dave say. 


"I heard you from across the hall and decided to stop by." Another voice he recognized as the David guy that 


Steve was with. 
"And 'e drug me from the room in the process." And that was Steve. 


Immediately sitting up and hopping off of the bed, he quickly darted around the couches and tables to get to 
the door, just in time to catch Steve off guard. "Harry!" 


Once he got over the initial fright and instinct to kick his arse, Steve grinned and patted his back. "Nice to see 
you to mate, but please, pry yourself off of me." 


Bruce laughed, letting him go and looking to Dave, his mind giving in to confusion when he saw the slight anger 
and partial jealousy flare away. What was wrong with him? He was jealous? Of Steve? Was there a side to his 
lover(?) that he didnt know, or want to know, about? Time would tell exactly what that look held in store; he 


decided to put his thoughts away for later as plans for a late lunch was made. 
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Bruce looked up from his book at the sound of a knock on the door; he and the others had gone out for a 
quick bite for lunch and then had a more normal sit down for dinner, and Dave had went off with David 
somewhere, leaving Steve and Bruce to go back to one of their rooms to catch up and have a natter. Steve 
had left about a half an hour ago and Dave had a key, so he was cautious when he went to answer. 


"Bruuuusshh." Came a heavily slurred voice behind the door. "Brrruuuuuuusssshhhhh!" 


When he swung the door open, he fought the urge to scowl. "Dave, you have a key, why did you knock you 
git?" 


"Couldn't find mah key." Dave pushed Bruce to the side as he walked in, Bruce sucked in a breath and opened 


his mouth to reprimand him on his rudeness and he was hit with the strong stench of alcohol. 
"You were out drinking?" 
Dave stumbled and laughed drunkenly. "| would appear shho wouldn't it?" 


Bruce closed the door behind him, crossing his arms. "Didn't you tell me you had a meeting with this client 
tomorrow? And you've been drinking?" 


"l'm well.aware of that." Dave turned and glared down at Bruce. 
"So wouldn't it be wise not to have gotten pissed?" 
"Don't tell me what to do." Dave growled dangerously. 


"Why are you getting defensive? I'm just making a statement" Bruce was starting to feel a bit nervous about 


this Dave. 
"Caushhe | don't need a fuckin! whore tellin me how to run my business or my fuckin’ lifffel" 


Bruce took a step back as if Dave had hit him, that was harsh, really, really harsh. "You know what?! Do 


whatever the fuck you want, but just so you know, you asked for this whore and you asked this whore to 
come here with you even if this whore didn't fucking have to. Good-fucking-night!" 


With that, Bruce shoved past Dave, but he didn't make it very far, an iron bar forming around his wrist. Bruce 


scowled and tugged at his arm, but it was a useless effort with Dave being much stronger than him. 
"Let me go." he said as calmly as he could. 


Dave yanked him to his body, smirking down at him. "You are a whore, sshho maybe you shhould earn yer 
keep." 


Bruce felt a sliver of fear dig down his spine at the tone in his voice, or the crazed, drunken look of lust on 


his face. "I'm not doing anything with you, let me go!" 


He managed to free his wrist and was on the verge of turning away when the same wrist was caught in an 


even more painful grip. 
"| don't think ssho. Come here." Dave slurred. 


"Nol" Bruce tried to desperately free himself, shock and pain registering within him when the back of Dave's 


hand connected with the side of his face. 


Bruce was really starting to fear for his life, and Dave's sanity, but another shot to the face dazed him, Dave 
shoving him on one of the many couches in the suite. Climbing over him, Dave leaned down and kissed around 
his face sloppily, grinning stupidly in his alcohol-induced stupor. Despite the pain that was slowly seeping in, 
Bruce struggled once more, trying to buck Dave off of him, but the larger man wouldn't budge. His grin turned 
into a fierce snarl, this time the hand connected with his lip, splitting the skin of the plump flesh. 


Dave made quick work of getting his fly undone, and even in the state he was in, Bruce didn't want to really 
hurt him but he saw no other alternative; he brought his knee up rapidly as Dave lifted up to unfasten his 
own button, the near inhuman cry giving Bruce some measure of satisfaction as he quickly rolled off of the 


couch. He tripped on his pants on more than one occasion, but he finally made it to the door. 


He could hear Dave cursing and growling, the threats of retribution making Bruce's balls seize up in fear; he 
undid the lock as fast as he cotton-stuffed mind could, he slammed the door behind him, hoping to buy himself 
a few seconds ahead of an enraged Dave. The benefit to these suites was that it was only two to four rooms 
on the presidential floors, and it was a downfall to getting any possible help quickly, but thank God Steve and 
David shared this floor with them. He immediately stumbled across the hall and banged on the door, a very 
irritated and flushed looking Steve answering the door before his face lost its color as he took in the state 


that Bruce was in. 


"What the ‘ell? Bruce what ‘appened?" 


Bruce glanced behind him. "Please just let me in first! Before he comes out here!" 


Steve grabbed him by the arm and urged him inside, a half-naked David stepping out of the bedroom at the 
sound of the commotion. He looked a bit buzzed, but there was a pleasantry about it. 


"What happened?" David rushed over and urged him to one of their couches. 


Now that he was in a safe place, Bruce felt the terror replaced by something deeper. "I can't believe he would 


do that." he whispered brokenly to himself. 


"Do what? Who? Bruce what's going on?" Steve bent down in front of him, dabbing at his bleeding lip with a 
damp cloth. 


"Is there any way you can get me back home?" Bruce looked at David. 
"Sure, but why?" David was thoroughly confused. "Wouldn't Dave want you to stay?" 


"He's the one that did this to me!" Bruce let out a choked sob. 


"That son of a bitch!" Steve shoved the rag at Bruce and stood up, David catching him and pulling him down 
next to him as he started for the door. 


"What happened?" 

By the time he was finished with his story, Steve looked livid and David had a sad, knowing look in his eye. 

| shoulda stopped him from drinkin’. It had been so long that the aftermath of it, it just slipped my mind." 
"So he's a violent drunk? He only does this after drinking?" Bruce bit his lip, wincing as a fresh shock of pain 
went through it, if it was only when he was drunk, then maybe he could forgive him and help him to stay 
sober.. 


"| don't give a damn! There's no a bloody excuse for it! I'm going to kill that arsehole!" 


"You should stay here for tonight, and then we confront Dave in the mornin." David got up and went into the 
bedroom, coming back out with a few blankets. 


Bruce nodded, another wince pulling at his face at the throbbing in his head. "Think you can spare a few aspirin 


or something?" 


It was Steve that left this time, going to his bag to retrieve said item. Bruce looked at David, "Got a phone 


nearby? Left mine in the room." 


"Yeah, why?" David fumbled with his back pockets before clutching on to his cell phone. 


"Got a mate to call" Bruce took it from him as Steve appeared next to him with a few Tylenol and a glass of 


water. "Hope you won't need this for the night." 
"l'm not expecting any calls. You should be fine.” 
"What-" Steve started to ask, but Dave cut him off. 


“Come on, something tells me he wants to be alone. We've done what we can and all we can do is wait for 


tomorrow." 


He dragged a protesting Steve between the array of couches and end-tables and to their bedroom, his voice 
cutting off sharply at the sound of the door sliding shut. Bruce shook his head and downed the pills, making 
himself comfortable on the couch before turning his attention to the phone. He quickly dialed the number, and 
even though he had never called it before, staring at the napkin day and night, debating on whether or not to 


call for the past week allowed him to memorize it. 


"Hello?" Came a soft, male voice, and Bruce felt a sense of calm euphoria blossom within him in the wake of all 


the fear and horror. 


"Umm, hey. It-it's Bruce. | hope you remember me." 


Home and Security 
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The voice on the other side of the phone perked up immediately. "Bruce! How could | forget such a wonderful 


face? How are you?" 
"A bit under the weather to be honest" Bruce chuckled humorlessly. 


"Something's not right. | can hear it in your voice, what's wrong?" The man sounded worried, at least he was 


getting some gentle sympathy and not the overprotective yelling that Steve had exhibited. 

‘I-Ill tell you if | see you again" Bruce sighed. 

"IIl make it happen, just name the time and place. | would really like to see you." 

"Well, this face isn't so wonderful right about now, so you may change your attitude." 

The voice was quiet for a moment. "Name the time and place." came the soft reply. 

"Do you think you could pick me up from JFK?" 

There was the sound of scribbling in the background. "Absolutely. When?" 

"l-I don't exactly know yet." Bruce trailed off. 

"Huh? Bruce? Did something really bad happen?" 

The phone vibrated and the sound of its ring echoed loudly in the dark room, Bruce brought it away from his 
ear to glance at it. He didn't recognize the number of course, he didn't even know why he bothered to take a 
look "Someone's ringing, so | have to give the phone back to its rightful owner." 


"Alright, but Bruce? Let me know when you're flying in as soon as possible." The voice asserted. 


Bruce nodded, feeling stupid when he realized he couldn't be seen. "Will do." 


"See you soon, Bruce. And sleep well." 
"Yeah, same to you." 


The line went dead, and Bruce caught the incoming call on its last ring, getting up and rushing as fast as he 


could to David and Steve's bedroom. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Dave shot up at the feel of cold water raining down on him in a huge wave, his eyes shot open and he 


regretted it instantly, the sunlight attacking his retinas harshly. 
"Fuck!" he clenched them closed, hoping to fend off the lighted onslaught: 

"Serves you right, you asshole" 

He glared half-heartedly at David, drowsiness and the bitter edge of a hangover weighing heavily on him 


"| know, | know. | drank too much even when | knew we had things to do. Big deal man it ain't the first time, so 


why are you lookin’ at me like that?" 
"You really don't know, do you?" 
"Not a fuckin’ clue, and why the hell was | on the fuckin’ floor?" 


"Let me recap for you: you got drunk, you came back here, you insulted to Bruce even when he was concerned 


about your fuckin’ well-being, you At Bruce multiple times, and you tried to rape Bruce. That ring a bell?" 
Dave promptly shot up to his feet. "You're kiddin’ me, you gotta be kiddin’ me." 


"| would show you Bruce's face as proof, but he's fuckin’ terrified of you. I'm gettin’ his stuff and l'm puttin’ 


him on the next plane out, and as far away from you as possible." 


"You can't do that! | have to see him! | gotta say something to him!" Dave tried to get past David but to no 


avail. 


David shook his head. "If you do, Steve's liable to take your head off. And before you get all macho, | wouldn't 


test the mood he's in" 
"What am | gonna do man?" Dave plopped down on a nearby couch. 


"Let him leave and cool down. And maybe you could sort things out later on. But Dave?" 


Hazel eyes looked up at him from behind a curtain of tangled red hair. 
"If | was in his place, | wouldn't want a damn thing to do with you after what you did.” 


With that parting shot, David headed for the bedroom and Bruce's bags. 


NNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The place was just as busy as it was the day prior. The same exotic sights and sounds that had enticed him 


before only made him want to get home as soon as he could. 
"Are you sure you're going to be fine?" Steve asked for what seemed to be the millionth time. 
Bruce couldn't help but laugh. "Stop fretting, Steve! There's going to be someone waiting for me, | promise." 


"Flight IIT to New York is preparing to board. Flight IFT to New York is preparing to board" The heavily accented 


female voice announced on the loud intercoms throughout the terminal. 
"That's me." Bruce took a deep breath. 

‘Call me as soon as you land" Steve directed. 

"| will. But | really do have to go now, mate." 


With a quick, brotherly hug, they parted ways; Bruce picking up his bags and heading towards the gate while 


Steve left for the entrance, glancing back periodically until he could no longer see his friend. 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NN NNN 


Bruce's eyes shifted around the buzzing terminal nervously as he slowly walked through the army of moving 
bodies. Still tired from the emotions and lack of sleep of the night before, and the rather uncomfortable plane 
ride back to the States, he decided to take a seat and rest for a while before continuing his search for the 
man who said he'd be waiting for him. 


Half an hour later, he was seriously thinking about just nicking a taxi back to his flat; he was naive to have 
thought that some perfect stranger would arrive and whisk him away to a new, better beginning. It seemed 
that the only people he could trust was his very small circle of friends; speaking of which, instead of the taxi 
idea, he could just dial Kirk. He was fishing the phone out of his pocket when a large hand rested on his 
shoulders; he jumped and, to his utter embarrassment, squeaked, wide eyes turning up to see the grin 


plastered on the new arrival's face. 


The grin faltered when the man took in the bruises on his face. "Oh God," he bent down so he was level with 
Bruce's face, gently rubbing his thumb over a particularly nasty one on his cheek. "Who did this to you?" 


"Can we get out of here first?" Bruce's voice was quiet. 

The man nodded instantly, "Of course. And you must be hungry after the long flight over here." 

"Ill be fine. No need for me to show my face in public right now." 

A wry smile was flashed at him. "We are in public." 

"But people are so busy getting here and there to notice a bloke thats been banged up pretty good." 


The man stood, grabbing the majority of Bruce's bags. "Come on, we don't have to go out somewhere. | don't 
mind fixing something up." 


Bruce was pleasantly surprised. "You cook?" he asked. "Have | found the perfect companion?" 


‘I'd say so." The man held his hand out, Bruce picking up the last of his bags and hesitantly took it, he couldn't 
help the safety net that formed around his mind and body when those long fingers curled around his own 


"Hey." 
The maoan looked down at him quizzically. "Yeah?" 
"Thanks for coming, Chris." 


Chris grinned, flashing those perfectly white teeth once more. "Hs my pleasure. Now let's get you out of 


here." 


Bruce gladly walked side by side, not behind, Chris as they left the airport, feeling an unfamiliar and 


overwhelming sense of equality that he could damn well get used to. 
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"This is going to be a bit of a long ride, so you may want to make yourself as comfortable as possible." Chris 
told Bruce as he settled into the driver's seat. 


"I thought you lived here in New York City?" 


"| did, but | guess | still had a penchant towards something more country. Moved out to Montauk a few weeks 


ago. 


"Maybe | should go by to see Lars before we go." Bruce had to resist the urge to bite his lip, it was stil 


rather tender. 

"You were in Spain, right? How long were you supposed to have been away?" 
"Ummm..six or seven days | suppose." 

"Then who has to know that you're back early?" Chris rose his brow in question 


Bruce gave him an impish grin, well as much of one as he could muster with his still-swollen lip. "No one, | 
guess. Let's go then" 


Chris nodded. "Oh, and Bruce?" 
Mm?" 

"L still think your face is wonderful." 
"And | think you're a charming liar." 


Chris just chuckled, starting up his Altima and pulling out of the large parking lot. 


NUNN NNNN NNNNA NNN NNNNA 


"Wow, never thought there was so much green in New York." Bruce was in awe at all the scenery they had 
passed so far. 


"Yeah, once you get out of the city its a much more beautiful place." 
It must be nice to be out here.” 
"Mmhmm. Bruce?" 


He was pretty sure he knew where this was going, they had been driving for a while and still had a bit to go, 


so there was no way to avoid what he was going to ask. "Yeah?" 
"Your face, what happened?" 


Bruce sighed; he guess it would feel better to tell someone that was on the outside of everything. "Mind me 
starting from the beginning then?" 


"We still got another hour, so spill it." 
Feeling a bit worried as to his reaction, he hesitantly began the tale of his and Dave's "relationship". 


There was a somewhat eerie silence after Bruce finished, and he fidgeted in his seat. He was just waiting for 
him to say something along the lines of him being a whore or disgusting or anything that let Bruce know that 
his views on him had changed for the worse. 

"So, he was the one that did this to you." It wasn't a question, it was a statement; his voice flat. 

"Y-yeah." What else could he possibly say? 


"That son of a bitch." Chris so stated quietly, Bruce barely caught it; his hands gripping the wheel tightly. 


| couldn't stay there with him anymore and | didn't want to intrude on David and Harry, so | decided to come 


back to New York" 


Chris reached over and grabbed Bruce's hand, giving it a firm squeeze. "l'm glad you called me. You don't need 


people like that in your life, Bruce. Unless he outright quits drinking, it's never going to stop." 


He was relieved that Chris didn’t think bad of him, or so he gathered from him not saying anything about that 
aspect of what he was told. "I know, | just don't want to think about it. | just felt that | needed time away and 


maybe later on | could get some help from a few of the others to help change him." 


"Take it from me, he can only help himself. It doesn't matter who begs you or threatens you or cries in front 


of you, you're not going to change unless you want to." 

"You sound like you've had some experience with this. Someone in your family?" 
"No," Chris deadpanned. "Me." 

Bruce snapped his head over to stare at Chris in surprise. " You™ 

Chris nodded, his expression a bit grim. 


"You don't strike me as a violent drunk" Maybe he had this bloke pinned wrong; he was just like Dave, only 


more calm and collected. 


Chris let out a peal of humorless laughter. "I was a drunk yes, but a violent one, absolutely not. And | was on a 
number of different drugs on top of the drinking.” 


Bruce's mouth moved wordlessly for a minute, before he managed to stammer, "W-when was this?" 
"It was earlier in my career as an artist back in Seattle; about fifteen or twenty years ago. Back then it just 
wasn't enough to have talent, you had to fit in with the right people, have all the right connections to make it. 


| just happened to choose a bad crowd, very bad crowd." 


Fifteen to twenty years ago?" Bruce gave him a quizzical look "How old are you now? If you don't mind me 


asking, that is." 
"Is no big deal; | turned forty back in July.” 
He looked over and let out a bark of laughter at the stunned look on Bruce's face. "You seem surprised, Bruce." 


"Forty. You're forty?" 


‘Mmhmm. | do a lot of biking and snowboarding amongst other things; it pays off. And not being junkie anymore 
certainly helps." 


It paid off indeed; with his hair being a shoulder-length mass of spiraling curls, his blue-green eyes alight with 
mirth, and a neatly trimmed goatee, he looked rather youthful, he towered over him, not that it took much to 
do that in the first place, but he was even a bit taller than Dave, though he wasn't as bulky, instead he was 

more lean. Bruce blushed when Chris glanced over and caught him staring, the grin on his face widening before 


he turned his attention back to the road. 


"Why Bruce, are you eyeing me over there?" he teased, wiggling his eyebrows. 


If at all possible, Bruce felt his face heat even more as his cheeks burned redder; since when did he turn into 
a shy schoolboy? He hadn't been this embarrassed in a long time, it had to have been way before he became 
a dancer; and the way his name spilled from Chris’ lips was still dangerously intoxicating. In the end, he chose 
not to say anything just in case it made him seem like an even bigger dork, just grumbling wordlessly before 
turning his attention to his window and the plush greenery of the land that zoomed by in a massive blur as 
the car sped down the long, winding road. 
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Bruce blinked rapidly as he felt a hand shake his shoulder gently. 

"Come on, rise and shine. We're here." 

Hmm. He must have fallen asleep sometime during that last half hour or so of the drive. He groggily unbuckled 
his seatbelt and got out of the car, his eyes scanning the vast wilderness of the area. The first word to come 
to mind when he saw the house was.odd. It was a beautiful place, it resembled several large rectangles put 
together, with one resting horizontally along the rest. There was some type of pool structure that surrounded 
most of the house, and almost every wall seemed to be made of.glass, curtains shielding any onlookers from 
seeing the inside. 

"Wow." 


"Yeah, it's a bit weird but l'm an artist, most of us are in the weird category too. Come on and I'll set you up 


in one of the guestrooms." Chris headed towards the back of the car, popping the trunk. 


"Where is it?" Bruce joined him, determined to get most of his stuff, but finding that Chris had collected the 
majority of it, again 


"Upstairs. And you'll have your own bathroom." Chris closed the trunk after Bruce fished out the remaining 
bags before locking the vehicle. 


Bruce eyed him dubiously as they headed for the strange building. "How many of each?" 
"Four bedrooms, four baths, and there's a half of one on the bottom floor" 
"Bloody hell, how does it all fit?" 


Chris chuckled. "You'll see, come on. I'll even show you a few works in progress if you're good enough." 


Bruce sat on one of the stools in the kitchen, drinking a deliciously warm cup of tea (it was a first since he 
got to America, although Chris said he imported it from England, which would explain why iT was marvelous), 
and shifting his gaze back and forth from the beautiful landscaping that was now visible to him once Chris 
pulled one of the very large curtains back for him to look, and the tall man that darted from here to there 


making their lunch. 


From outside the house looked like a simple two story house with only one bedroom, but he was surprised 
when he was led underground via a hidden set of stairs and through a brightly lit small passage that led to a 
yet another, seemingly detached from the rest, rectangle that housed two guest rooms that had their own 
bathrooms built in. There was two more doors on the far left, but since Chris hadn't brought them up he 
didn't dare ask what was inside of them. 


"Here we are. Once we're done here I'll show you the paintings and we'll watch a few movies in the media 
room." Chris stated, scooting a plate of a very delicious looking salmon his way along with a small bowl of what 


appeared to be sliced tomatoes, mozzarella cheese, what he guessed to be basil, and some type of oil. 


Chris grinned as he sat a two forks and a butter knife in front of him, before claiming the stool and meal 


across from him. "| take it you've never seen or heard of Caprese salad." 


Bruce shook his head and cautiously forked a piece of tomato and cheese, making sure to catch a bit of the oil 
on it before hesitantly consuming the bite. As Chris had said, he had never heard of or seen Caprese salad, 


but if this is what it tasted like, he had been missing out all these years. 


Chris snickered at the look of absolute bliss on Bruce's face as he chewed, but it was nothing compared to the 
pure orgasmic expression on his face when he took a bite of the salmon. "If you come on my stool you're 


cleaning it up." 


Bruce decided that if it did happen, he would gladly accept the cleaner and scrubber, but he was too busy 
trying to shove more food into his mouth. 


Bruce squinted at the sudden brightness of the room and winced when it brought a sharp pain to his head. 
"Sorry ‘bout that" Chris murmured, gently kneading the side of Bruce's head that Bruce had had his hand on. 


Once the pain had subsided, Bruce took a careful look around. He wasn't a huge fan of art, but what he saw 
managed to mesmerize him nonetheless. Different mixtures of colors littered several easels that ranged in size 
from small to large; the hues ranging from bold to subtle, from brightest of the bright to the darkest of the 
dark. The pieces themselves ranging from splashes of color to highly detailed portraits that looked like tangible 
people and places that looked like you could walked into them right from the canvas. 


"This is all so.amazing." he breathed. 
| converted the last bedroom and bath into a studio.” Chris shrugged. "I don't think they're all that." 
Bruce turned to glare at him. "Bollocks! These are incredible!" 


Chris just bit his lip and casted his attention to one of the larger scale paintings, a small blush staining his 


caramel-colored cheeks. "They always say you're a harsher critic of your own work than others." 
Bruce shook his head and turned back to the arsenal of paintings. "I'm sure others would agree with me." 


"You're the only person I've ever shown these to. | don't typically like to show my works in progress to 


anyone." Chris confessed. 


Bruce looked back at him, a smile gracing his face. "Really? Why? l'm sure your mates wouldn't tell the whole 
world about them" 


‘Its not that.well | do worry about that, but its more of a personal thing, a pet peeve if you will’ 
"You didn't have to cross your boundaries and show me if it made you uncomfortable. I'm not that special: 
"There are more than a few people that would disagree with you." Chris said automatically. 

"What? That they're not incredible?" Bruce asked, confused. 

‘No. That you're not special’ 

‘And here we go again’ Bruce thought as he felt his face heat up. 

"And lm not at all uncomfortable right now. Anyway, | promised you a few movies so lets go." 


Taking one last look over the extraordinary artworks, he followed the tall man out of the expansive room and 


to the media room. 
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The day had been full of mirth and friendship, as had the day before that and the other two before it, 
something that Bruce had been needing for quite some time, even before that night with Dave. Bruce couldn't 
remember the last time he had fallen asleep with a smile on his face, or he would have, if not for the 


excessive ringing of his phone. Thinking of the tortures he could inflict on whoever this was calling him at this 


time of night. 
"Lo?" he mumbled into the phone. 


"Correct me if l'm wrong here, but | seem to recall you promising to call me as soon as you landed; and unless 
g you P g Y 


the plane was crawling like a bloody snail, | would say you landed three days ago. 
Steve. Oh shite 

Bruce sat up. "Steve! It seemed to have slipped my mind, but lm fine” 

"You made it back home alright?" 


Bruce hesitated, he knew how Steve would react if he told the truth, but if he lied, Steve would hound him to 


no end. “Im not exactly.home, Steve. I'm with a mate." 

"A mate?" Steve repeated flatly. 

‘Let's not go into more detail right now. IFs late and | could really go for a rice kip; which you're interrupting. 
He could practically hear Steve's teeth grinding over the phone, but all he got was "Fine" before the line went 
dead. That hadn't gone entirely well, but it was time that he stood up, if that's what one would call it, to Steve. 


He laid back down and tucked himself back in, getting comfortable once more. And again, he would have, if not 


for his phone ringing. 


"Hello?" 


"Where the hell have you been for the past few days?! 


He could avoid Dave, he could basically tell Steve to mind his own business, but there was no way he escape 


the wrath of one, Kai Hansen. 
"Kai listen, now is not the time-" 


"We have no word from you, have not seen you, ask around but no one knows where you are and Lars is not 


saying anything! Do you know how worried we have been?!" 

"j 

'| thought we were your best friends! We get no word, Bruce! No wordl" 
"Kai. l'm sorry, really. These last few days have been-" 

"Where are you? Each of us have gone to your place and no one is there!" 
‘I'm with a friend" 

"A friend? What friend? Who is the new friend?" Kai shot off. 

"Maybe you could ring me tomorrow-" 


"You avoid us for days and you want to put it off until tomorrow. Yet another day? | know | sound like a chick 


but we've never gone this long without talking and | have so much to tell you." 
"Well what?" 


"I am sorry | ramble, but is an emergency. Is Kirk" 
Bruce sat up. "What happened?" 


"Was a car accident. He has been in hospital for a couple of days. Bruce? Bruce?" 
All he heard was a dial tone. 

"Chris? Chris?" Bruce whispered urgently, shaking Chris' shoulder lightly. "Chris?" 
Chris turned over to look at Bruce, his eyes hazy with sleep. "What's up Bruce?" 


"| need your car. | have to gol” 


Chris sat up, abruptly. "This late at night? My car?" 
"My friend's in the hospital. And | have to go see him." 


Chris climbed out of the bed, Bruce flushing when he saw that he slept naked. "Ill come with you. How bad is 
it? What hospital is he in?" 


"Ummm..l-I didn't ask. | should r-ring Kai back" In shape he was indeed; he shook his head, he needed to reach 


Kai again, not drool over some bloke. 


It seemed as though Chris realized what he had been staring at, clamoring for his bed sheets immediately; 
wrapping it around his waist. "I apologize. | just sleep better without the restrictions of clothing." 


Is your place; you don't have to explain. I'll go and ring Kai while you get dressed" 
Bruce rushed out of the room, and Chris mentally cursed himself. He had a guest staying here, why had he 
not taken extra precaution not to offend him or scare him off. But the way Bruce had looked at him.he shook 


his head as he felt a stirring he hadn't felt for a long time, it wasn't the time to be thinking of that, he had to 
get Bruce to the hospital to visit his friend 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Almost an hour later, Bruce felt that Chris had broken every speed limit in New York until they got to the 
city, they were bathed in the bright lights of the waiting room of Lenox Hill Hospital. Bruce jogged over to the 
front desk, the young woman peering at him a bit nervously, but still friendly. 

"What can | do for you, sir?" she asked. 


"There was a man that was admitted here earlier. Kirk Hammett." Bruce answered. 


"Ah, yes. | know exactly who you're talking about; my coworkers are all falling for him, he's such a doll. So nice 
despite his injuries and the pain | know he has to be in" 


"He's okay, then?" 


"You can see for yourself if you'd like, there's about an hour left before we decline visitors. Room 302, third 
floor and to the right when you first walk out of the elevators." 


Bruce nodded and grabbed Chris’ arm, guiding him to the elevators. As the doors closed, Bruce turned to the 
tall man and grinned. "I just thought about something." 


Chris ran a hand through his disheveled curls. "And what's that?" 


"Kirk. He's the fan" 


"He is, huh?" Chris grinned back at him. "Well, lets go make his night then" 
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"and it's our personal guarantee, Mr. Ramirez. We're confident that you won't regret our services." 

Dave had been zoning in and out of the conversation concerning their deal with Adan Ramirez, one of the most 
prominent figures in Spain, he would prove to be an important client, but he just couldn't focus and Junior had 
been doing most of the talking, which was very rare. His mind just kept wandering back to the morning Bruce 
had left, he was just a fuck, right? So why the hell did he care about Bruce not bothering to even look at him 
as he and Steve loaded his things in the cab; he knew that Bruce felt his presence, but he stayed just enough 
away to not irk Steve, it was another rare thing for him to worry about pissing someone off. 

"Um, could you excuse us, Mr. Ramirez? | need to discuss something with my partner." 


"Oh, absolutely! | will take my leave-" 


David cut him off. "No need, we'll go." He spared no room for argument, grabbing Dave by his upper arm and 


nearly hauling him out of the chair. 


Once they were outside the conference room and a few doors down from where Mr. Ramirez awaited them, 


David let loose. 

"What the hell, man?" he whispered 

"What?" Dave responded. 

"You are half of this team, you need to put in the same amount of effort to nail this guy as | do!" 
"My mind is far away from this guy, Junior." 


"| don't give a damn! Bruce is gone, he's outta sight, and he needs to be fuckin’ outta mind. This client could 


mean even bigger things for us, for this company." 


"I just wish he gave me a chance to say I'm sorry, he couldn't even look me in the eye, Junior.” 


"With good reason! You made your bed with this one, Dave. You should have kept it strictly at the club; hell, 
you shouldn't have struck the deal with Ulrich to keep him for yourself! As much as | love Steve and he would 
be hurt to hear me say this, he's a fuckin’ whore-" 

David fell to the ground and he looked up at Dave in surprise. 


"Don't fuckin’ talk about him like that." Dave spat. 


David just chuckled as he pulled himself up, his lip bleeding. "It's funny how you defend him now, but just a few 
nights ago you raised a hand to him." 


Dave looked away from him. 

"You know you told me that your dad did the same fuckin’ thing to your mom and how he was pathetic for 
apologizing for something he knew was gonna happen yet again. Are you happy living in your fucked up, 
hypocritical world, Dave? He doesn't need you, he's safer where he is, and that's thousands of fuckin’ miles 
away from youl” 

Dave kept his gaze glued to the wall beside them and David sighed. 


"Go finalize things with Ramirez, | gotta get this shit cleaned up." 


With that, David left him in the hallway alone to wallow in his own misery and self-pity; it's what he did best 
these days anyway. 


Bruce poked his head in over the edge of the doorway. 

"Bruce! 

Bruce quickly motioned for Chris to stay put and ran into the room. "Kwirk!" 

He gave his friend a gentle hug, so as not to bother his bandaged ribs and casted arm. 
"We were trying to get ahold of youl Where have you been?" Kirk chastised. 


"A lot of things have been going on, mate. | apologize for not being here. What happened to you? | mean | know 
what happened but when? Where? How?" 


'| was leaving the club, and some asshole decided to play Grand Theft Auto and run me the fuck over." Kirk 


scowled. 


"A hit and run?" Bruce was concerned, and getting more so by the minute. 
"Yeah. And Bruce?" 

He had the Brit's undivided attention 

"It was a black Firebird." 


Bruce sucked in a breath, there's only one person he knew that drove one of those, a black one at that. 


"Lawless?" 

Kirk nodded. "I believe so." 

"Have you told anyone? The police? The doctor?" 

Kirk shook his head. "I'm afraid to." 

"Why?" 

"I'm a fuckin’ whore and stripper! We're fuckin’ expendable to the outside world! People believe that we have no 
feelings or decency because of our choice to make a living? Why would they care if one suddenly goes missing 
or gets killed?" 

"You think it's that serious?" Bruce asked, aghast. 

"Yes!" 


There was a knock on the outside of the doorframe. "Bruce? Is it okay for me to come in now?" 


Kirk's brows furrowed, his bottomless brown eyes peering over at him from his slightly propped up position. 


"You brought someone with you?" 

"Yes, and wait until you see who it is!" Bruce grinned. "Come on in!" 

Kirk eyed the doorway curiously and his eyes widened when Chris stepped into the room. Kirk's mouth moved 
soundlessly as he looked back and forth between Bruce and Chris as the tall man approached the bed. He held 
out a hand close to Kirk's unbroken one and smiled. 

‘Its a pleasure to meet you Kirk, Bruce has told me a bit about you in these last couple of days." 


Kirk was still having trouble forming words and shook his hand numbly. 


"| think he's surprised, is he not?" Bruce smirked. 


Chris looked a bit worried. "Is he breathing?" 


The ECG next to the bed went off, startling them all. The loud beeps seemed to snap Kirk out of his daze as 


an older nurse ran into the room. 

"Are you okay, dear boy?" The nurse eyed him cautiously, checking for any signs of stress or pain 
"l-Im fine Maggie, sorry for the worry." he managed. 

"Are you sure you're alright?" Maggie wasn't quite convinced. 

"He's a bit star-struck, ma'am. You'll have to excuse him." Bruce answered. 

"Star-struck-" Maggie looked at Chris. "I know you! Oh my, your work is fantastic!" 


Chris looked uncomfortable. "Could we keep the voices down, please? | don't care too much for crowds. It's nice 


to meet you, Maggie." 
Ever the gentleman, he lifted Maggie's hand and kissed it softly, the woman giggling uncontrollably. 
It would be great if no one knew | was here right now." 


"Of course!" Maggie nodded and scampered out of the room, closing the door until all that remained open was a 


small slit. 

"H-how did this happen?" Kirk finally asked. 

"We met at the club one night." 

"And you didn't tell me?! What best friend are you, man?" 

"l'm sure it slipped his mind Kirk, he looked a bit distracted when we first exchanged words." Chris explained. 
"And you two are together now? What about Dave, Bruce?" 

They both flushed at this. "We're just mates, Kwirk" 

Kirk didn't miss the look on his idol's face when Bruce said this. Oh no, this cant be good. 

"And as for Dave, he can rot right now for all | care.” 


Kirk was shocked. "But you were so into him, what happened-" 


At that moment, Kirk looked at Bruce, really looked at him. "Your face..that son of a bitch! Wait until | get my 


hands on him!" 

"Not to offend you Kirk, but you may want to focus on your condition, not on getting a hospital roommate." 
Bruce and Kirk both laughed at Chris' deadpanned comment. 

| never thought I'd get to meet you." 

"And because of me, you did" Bruce said smugly. "But Kirk, what about-" 

| don't want to think about that right now." Kirk stated firmly, before turning to Chris. "You mind if | spaz out 
like a fan girl and ask you a few questions?" 

Chris sat down in one of the chairs next to the bed. "Ask away." 

And as they began to chat, Bruce's mind trailed away from the conversation. Blackie did this? Was it his fault 


for turning him down? Why would a rejected pass come to this? Troubled, Bruce gazed at a faraway wall as 


his thoughts consumed him. 
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Dave had left Junior and Steve, who had planned to spend the remainder of the day exploring before heading 
back to the States tomorrow morning. The past week had been a real downer for him, and he really had no one 
to blame for that but himself; he didn't know exactly why he continued to mentally beat himself up over it, 
but it just wouldn't leave his train of thoughts. Dave breathed a sigh of relief as the plane prepared for take- 
off, he wanted to be as far away from this country and the events that occurred there as possible; he even 


passed over the chance to ride in luxury as the jet wouldn't have clearance to leave until the next day. 


His thoughts turned to Bruce for what seemed to be the millionth time since he left; his eyes closed tightly 


and his hand gripped his armrest hard enough to turn his knuckles pale. 

"Are you okay dear boy?" 

Dave glanced over at the elderly woman seated next to him and gave her a single nod. 
First time flying huh?" 

"Umm..yeah. Yeah, it is." he had no intentions of telling this woman all of his problems. 


‘I've been flying for over fifty years son, you're safer in the air than out on those freakish highways. | can't 


even remember how many car accidents l've been in since | was a young girl, but I'll tell you this..." 


Dave decided to tune her out and thought about Bruce once more. Sure, they had gone some time without 
speaking back in the States, but he always knew that he could go to the club and Bruce would be waiting with 
open arms. But now, he knew that Bruce had every right to not touch him, speak to him, acknowledge him, or 
even be in the same room as him; sure he could pull the client card, but Bruce could easily just quit, he was 
to smart and ambitious to be there anyway, you could see it in his eyes that he wished for something 


greater. 


David had said that if he was in Bruce's place, he would never talk to him again, but he wasn't in Bruce's place 
and he wasn't Bruce. He was an understanding guy, if he could just get him face to face then he could explain 
and seek forgiveness, something that he usually didn't care for. Then it hit him: in just a short amount of 


time, a stripper--a goddamn male stripper--had gotten under his skin like no one else before him could, and 


that realization set him back on his heels, but also filled him with determination. 


He had to find a way to get Bruce back now that he understood why he needed him, he didn't know how, but 


he had to have him in his arms again, and maybe he could even convince him to leave the club behind. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce took a deep breath as the car parked outside the Wanderlust “Thanks again, mate. For everything.” he 
said, turning to look at Chris. 


"Don't sweat it. Anytime you need me or just want to talk call me. It was nice spending time with you." Chris 


smiled. 

Bruce couldn't help but return the gesture. "Same here." 

Chris' smile faded and he just gazed at Bruce for a few seconds; he leaned in and closed the gap between 
them, their lips meeting in a soft kiss. Bruce was shocked at first, for one, Chris was kissing him and two, he 
had never really been kissed like this before, it was always aggressive, tongue-filled battles for dominance in 


the bedroom. He sighed and leaned in to Chris, reciprocating as best he knew how in uncommon situations such 


as this. 


As if his response doused Chris with cold water, the older man broke away from him and stared at him in 


horror. ‘I-I-I'm sorry. km so sorry, Bruce. l-1 didn't mean to~" 
"Chris" Bruce interrupted 

"I-H just sorta happened-" Chris stuttered 

"Chris. 

"If you don't want to be friends anymore | completely-" 

"Chris!" Bruce chuckled at the wide-eyed expression on the man's face. 

"Yeah?" 

"Stop worrying. lm not angry" 

Chris let out a breath he didn't realize he was holding and Bruce offered him a small grin 
"It was quite rice actually. You're a pretty good kisser’ 


Chris flushed, scratching the back of his head nervously. "T-thank you?" 


"In fact.." Bruce closed the space between them once more and gave Chris a soft peck on the lips, one which 


was eagerly returned. 


Once they broke apart, Bruce offered him yet another smile. "I really have to go now" He opened the door and 


moved to climb out when a hand clamped down on his arm. 

"Bruce!" 

He turned to Chris. "Yeah?" 

"Maybe.maybe we should.maybe we should do something sometime 


"You mean like what we've done for the past week?" Bruce asked; of course he knew in what context, he just 


wanted to hear Chris say it. 
"No! | mean no, as more than just friends." 


Bruce pondered this, honestly thought over it. Dave had turned out to be a bust, as had all his other 
‘interests’ outside the club. This fact made him wary, but Chris in no way, shape, or form acted like the rest 
of those blokes; he was definitely worth a try, and he hadn't been on an actual date in God knows how long. 
Besides, if Chris had treated as good as he did as just friends, he had to be a great candidate as a boyfriend. 


"I'd like that. I'd really like that." 


Chris thought he'd faint from relief, a stupid grin stealing across his face. "Great. Just let me know when 


you're free and I'll be more than happy to take you out somewhere." 


Bruce nodded and exited the car, the door thudding as he closed it; with a quick wave and smile, Bruce made 
his way into the club. Chris watched as the door closed behind him; the grin still in full effect, he turned on 
the ignition, the car roaring to life. His thoughts turned to an unsuspecting place as he drove off, Dave; if he 
valued Bruce the same way he did, then he would be back to try to take Bruce from him. But if he was sure 
of nothing else, he wouldn't let Bruce go without one hell of a fight. 


Overdue Apologies 
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A wave of applause, hoots, and catcalls echoed backstage as Bruce reappeared, panting, a light sheen of sweat 


coating his skin. 


"Bruce! The boys are always eager to see ya after a bit of an absence!" Lars grinned and patted him lightly on 


the back. 
Bruce snorted and rolled his eyes, "If you say so." he cast behind him as he went to the dressing room. 


Lars sighed, normally Bruce would grin back and make a wisecrack about the regulars or Ulrich himself; there 
was something changing in that boy, he just hoped it didn't hurt his business. 


Bruce tensed as he saw a familiar figure entered the club, what the hell was he doing here? 

Once the man had spotted Bruce, he made a beeline towards him, Bruce tried to ease his way through the 
crowd in the opposite direction, but was stopped when a hand closed over his right bicep. Sighing, Bruce turned 
to look at the man. 

"Bruce, we really need to talk" 

"There's nothing to be said Dave. Now if you would be so kind as to release my arm." Bruce spat. 

"Bruce, please." 

Bruce halted at that, weighing his options for a moment; cursing himself for the small part of him that still 


held a soft spot for this man, Bruce jerked his head in the direction of the back and headed towards the VIP 


rooms. 


Bruce crossed his arms and sat down on the bed, looking up at Dave expectantly. "Let's get this over with." 


"I know it sounds shitty, but I'm sorry, Bruce." Dave started sheepishly. 
Bruce scoffed. "Sorry doesn't make my face or my feelings hurt any less.” 
"Your face looks fine now, and I'm hoping to work on those feelings." 


"Sure they're fading, but they're still there and | have to put on bloody foundation like a fucking bird!" Bruce 
countered. "And you'll find that its a bit late for ‘sorry’ Dave!" 


Dave seated himself next to Bruce, sighing when the younger man flinched away from him. "I really am sorry. | 
haven't drank like that in years, and now | see why." 


When Bruce said nothing he continued on. 


"You don't know just how badly | want to take that night back Bruce, honest. And your words that night, 
somewhere deep down | knew you were just lookin’ out for me. But something in me can't stomach someone 
Telling me what to do, how to live my life, no matter how good the intention. My childhood was so far out of 
my control, instead in was placed in the hands of my father, even long after we no longer lived under the 


same roof" 


He shot a quick glance at Bruce and found that he was looking at him, he felt that that was a good sign and 


soldiered on. 


| was scared of him because of his drinkin’, hell, we all were. He was this decent man to everyone else, but 
when he got home from his little binges, he went crazy on us. Even after my mother left him and took us 
with her, he would find us again and again. | was never really in the same place for very long; a couple of 
weeks, maybe a couple of months and then the moving van would be out there one night because he had found 


us yet again, and we would be off to the next place by dawn." 

Bruce was now staring at the floor once more. 

"I tried hard, damn hard to be different from him. | just had so much pent up anger from it all that all | really 
achieve was gettin into trouble. Finally, a stint in court sparked my interest of the law and my shitty lawyer 
helped influence me to learn all about it just so | could defend myself if needed. But with the way | acted 
behind closed doors, my sister told me I'd be just like him, and I'd be damned if she wasn't right" 

Bruce sighed. 


"I know what you may be thinkin’, my past is not an excuse for what happened. I'm not urging for you to 
forget it, all I'm asking for is another chance, Bruce. | can get help, knowing that | have somethin’ to fight for." 


Bruce bit his lip, his indifference wavering. Shite. One sob story was all it took to have him second guessing 


"Bruce?" Dave reached over and gently guided Bruce's attention to him. "Please?" 
"| need more time to think about it, Dave." 


| understand. Just keep my words in mind" Dave let out a heavy sigh. "Whether you believe it or not, | really 


do care about you." 


With that Dave got up, his feet dragging and his head bowed slightly as he let the room. Could things get any 


more complicated? 
The morning and the hospital was all too bright for his mood today. 
"Bruce! Hey!" 


"Hey, Kwirk" He couldn't help but smile back at his best friend, he looked so positive even though he was still 
bandaged up. 


"Hmm, that's not the smile | usually get. Whats wrong?" Kirk asked. 
Bruce plopped down in the chair next to the bed. "I need your advice on something, Kirk." 


| can't remember the last time you called me Kirk What the hell is going on?" Kirk sat up as best he could in 


his condition. 
"Its Dave. He came to the club to speak to me last night." 
Kirk's eyes narrowed. "And what did he have to say?" 


Bruce decided not to beat around the bush. "He apologized for what happened, and talked about his abusive 
childhood. Then he asked for another chance." 


"Did you tell him to kiss your ass and get the hell out?" 


"No." Bruce's gaze fell to the floor when Kirk glared at him. "And | told him I'd think about it. Then he said that 


he cared about me." 
"Well you should tell him that you don't care about him" 


"That's not all, Kwirk." 


"There's more?" 


"Chris caught me by surprise and kissed me when he dropped me off to the club. He asked me to go out with 


him sometime." 

"As in a date?" Kirk looked at him incredulously. 
"Yeah." 

"| just knew he was into you! And what did you say?" 
"I kissed him back and said yes." Bruce answered. 
"Then drop Mushit like a bad habit and go for it!" 

"| want to, but I'm torn Kwirk" 


"Just compare the two Bruce. Who treats you better? Who shows more promise for a better relationship? 


Who draws them to you the most? Which one isn't a loose cannon?" 
Bruce knew the answer to all of those questions except for one. 


"See how your chemistry is with Chris, Bruce. | honestly believe you can't do any better than him. He's pretty 


much perfect for you.” 


Bruce nodded, deep in thought for a moment before he looked back up at Kirk "So, how's everyone here 


treating you?" 


Knowing that he had said all he could for now, Kirk settled down for their regular bout of chatter and banter. 


Choices Made 
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Bruce looked in the mirror for what had to be the hundredth time that night. He had changed at least four or 
five different times before finally settling on wearing something simple, a plain white V-neck and blue jeans 
with white trainers. Tonight was a big night for him, the night he would test the waters with Chris. This night 
would end with them officially wearing the brand of ‘couple’ or with him seriously thinking about giving Dave 
that second chance, despite Kirk's misgivings. 


Bruce felt his heart race as the Altima pulled up in the parking lot below; cursing the trembling in his fingers, 
he pulled on his leather jacket and headed out the door and to the elevator. 


When he got outside he found that Chris was on the other side of the vehicle holding the door open for him; 
he wasn't a bird, but he could appreciate the gesture. Giving him a quick grin, Bruce got in and buckled up as 
the door closed behind him. Soon, his driver and companion for tonight was seated and they were pulling out of 


the complex's parking lot. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Dave sighed as he walked through the parking garage and to his car. It had been another late night of working 
with the Santana case and the various inner workings of running a law firm. He hadn't heard back from Bruce 
in two days; he was tempted to go to the club for an answer but he felt that that would be rushing the 

young man. He just hoped that the Brit wouldn't turn him away, he needed the chance to prove that he could 


be a better lover to him. 


‘Things will work themselves out, you'll see! At least that's what he told himself each night since the night in 
Madrid. 


His heart heavy with anticipation and a good bit of apprehension, Dave hopped into his car and peeled out of 
the garage. 


Dave tossed his keys on the kitchen counter and rummaged the fridge for something drown out the day's 


stress and his constant worrying of Bruce's response. He told himself that this would be the last time he did 
this as he fished out a bottle of his favorite beer. He walked towards the living room, pushing play on his 
blinking answering machine as he passed by. The room was soon filled with the usual messages; people asking 
for interviews, distant relatives asking for money, Junior filling him in on anything he missed, but the last 


message sent a shot of ice through him. 


"Dave? This is Bruce. | was. was just ringing you to let you know that | um./ was ringing fo see if we could at least 
be mates. | mean, | know we have a history, but we could start over fresh, yknow? | would feel much better 
talking with you face fo face about this, so if you could phone me back tomorrow that would be briliant. Bye" 


Beep. There are no remaining messages. 


Dave didn't know how long he sat there, playing that message in his mind over and over again, but when he did 
get back up, he ditched the beer and went to his liquor cabinet, digging out the unopened bottle of vodka that 
was inside. He needed to forget those words, no matter how friendly they came out, his heart still couldn't 


take them, and what better way to drown out his sorrows than with the deadly constant in his life. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce was on cloud nine right now, the night had been absolutely perfect in every way. He and Chris had had a 
great time; having been expecting maybe a movie or something of that nature, he was surprised when they 


pulled into the parking lot of Times Square's Dave and Buster's.. 


"What is this place?" he asked. 


‘Its an arcade of sorts, lve been here a couple of times and its a great place to have some fun" Chris grinned. "It 


brings out the inner child, come on." 


They clmbed out of the car and headed for the brightly lit building 


And Chris wasn't wrong, he hadn't had that much fun or laughed so hard in ages. They tried everything from 
Quad Air Hockey to the Big One Crane to the Typhoon and back again. They shared a pizza and a few drinks in 
between but for the most part they were glued to the sights and sounds around them. After almost two 
hours of gaming they drove to Central Park for a walk. 


The sounds of the city echoed in the background as they strolled around Central Park Nothing much had been said 
between the two, each lost in their own thoughts. After a while, Chris broke the silence. 


"Thinking back on it, | never thought Id call another place besides Seattle home." 
‘ld never thought Id ever leave Worksop, but here | am." 
"l know Im far from home, but Im still in the same country. | cant imagine living anywhere other than America" 


"There was just some things | felt | needed to escape. | felt bloody suffocated there. | was skint when | first got 
here, but the adversity was worth leaving home for." 


‘For what its worth, Im glad you decided to come here." 
Bruce smiled up at him. "There hasn't been much for me to regret so Im glad too." 


Chris threw an arm over his shoulder and pulled hm close, his other hand stuffed in his pocket. "ls Dave one of 
them?" 


Bruce stilled at the question, Chris following suit 
‘Sorry, | didn't mean fo-" 


Bruce held up a hand, and they continued walking. "Dont worry about it. | reckon he is now, | don’t think | could feel 
the same about him after what he did" 


Chris fought the urge to grin, and just nodded "There's no reason you couldnt be friends right?" 
"And you would be okay with that?" Bruce eyed hm warily. 

‘tm not sure to be honest, but they say kil your enemies with kindness or something like that" 
"| guess | still have this residual fear of hm. And I dont know how to shake it" 


‘Maybe you could call him and fell hm to meet you somewhere, see where you stand and let him know how things 
will be between you from now on And I can be there is you need the moral support." 


"Ta. I seriously consider that, but lets leave Dave out of this night. Id hate to ruin the mood chatting about him." 


Chris wholeheartedly agreed, Bruce wrapping his own arm around Chris's waist as they continued to walk down the 


moonlit path 


They spoke for quite a bit longer before Chris suggested they turn around and head back for the night. When 


he had walked him all the way up to his flat, he had fully expected to be kissed by his date, but instead of the 
kiss he was hoping to get, the artist gave him a gentle peck on the forehead and grinned at the pure shock on 
his face before retreating to the elevator, giving him one last wave before the doors closed. 


He needed to get in touch with Dave, he had definitely made up his mind now, and the curly-haired, brown- 
eyed dictator he called best friend would be proud of his decision 


The Next Day 
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David sped into the driveway and slammed on the brakes to a complete stop; he was pissed, beyond pissed to 
be exact. Dave had been nowhere to be seen for the entire day, missing out on not only several important 
meetings, but the consultation with Mr. Santana as well. He quickly climbed out of the car; seeing Dave's 
vehicle still in the driveway, he seethed even more. The car door clanged as he closed it; long strides taking 
him swiftly to the front door. His resounding hammers on the door went unnoticed, and he decided to try the 
door; the knob twisted easily in his hand, David flinging the door open and marching inside. 


He looked around, seeing nothing at first glance; he went upstairs and searched the bedrooms and bathrooms, 
his inspection coming up empty. He tried the kitchen, the studio in which Dave practiced his hobby, playing the 
guitar, and finally he checked the living room, cursing himself a thousand times over for not checking there 


first. He found what he was looking for, and the sight before him was shocking, and rather pathetic. 


Liquor bottles and beer cans littered the floor, cigarette butts strewn here and there, and the whole area was 
a mess; cushions were ripped, the TV was smashed in with an end table, shelves of DVDs and CDs were 
thrown over, their contents scattered everywhere, glass was dispersed all over the carpeted floor, and in the 


middle of it all was Dave, his arm tossed over his eyes, muffled snores wringing through the slumbering form. 


David approached the passed out form and snorted, he turned around and left the room, the sound of running 
water echoing through the near-quiet house. Moments later David came back with a large bowl of cold water, 
he glared at Dave one last time before hurling the freezing liquid at his friend. Dave shook violently and 


groaned, rolling slowly to the side, his dull, hazel eyes scanning the room. 

David wasted no time laying into him. "Are ya fuckin’ proud of yourself? I've been bustin’ my ass all day tryin’ 
to cover for ya and | find ya passed out on the fuckin’ floor. How fuckin’ dare you! You know how much we 
could have lost today because of your little disappearing act?" 


Dave mumbled as he languidly sat up. 


"What was that?" David tossed the bowl to the side; it wouldn't matter much, the room already housed a pile 
of broken shit to begin with. 


"How long have | been out?" Dave looked at his surroundings. "What the hell happened?" 


"You happened Dave. What the fuck is the meanin’ behind all this? And you better have a good ass explanation” 


The events of last night crept up on Dave, the redhead closing his eyes and bringing a hand to his face, 
shaking it slightly. “The answering machine." 


"Which I've left a ton of fuckin’ messages on" If looks could kill, Dave would be in the obituary tomorrow. 
"No. Yesterday. Play it” Dave muttered. 


His face still a mask of barely contained contempt, David walked over to the machine and pressed a few 
buttons on it, Bruce's recorded voice filling the room once more. After the bland female voice announced that 


it was the end of the message, David pressed stop. This time when he faced Dave, his expression was blank. 


"This is why you missed a very important day? We made a pact to leave the fuckin’ emotions out the door and 


concentrate on puttin’ our all into that fuckin’ corporation" 
"You don't understand, Junior." 


"You know how many times I've had my heart broken over the years before | finally met Steve? And guess 
what? | was still up early and in that damn office every single morning after. And | told you, if | was him, | 
wouldn't have given you the time of day to even consider taking you back." David's normally cheerful face 
twisted in anger once more. "If you're looking for sympathy, you're barkin' up the wrong fuckin’ tree. Now | 
suggest you pull yourself together and think of something to say to everyone you skipped out on today and | 
better be the first on that list" 


With that, David retreated out of the room and out of the house; the sound of his car's tires burning out as 
he backed out of the driveway and sped off. Dave looked around the destroyed room, anger at David telling him 
off battling it out at the misery of being rejected once more in his lonely life. And as he stood up he took a 
deep, sorrowful breath; it was time to do what he did best besides duking it out in the courtroom and downing 
countless amounts of alcohol, trying to brush off the pain and keep on going, with his heart firmly under lock 


and key, shielded from harm once again. 

"Ah, apartment sweet apartment." Kirk sighed as Bruce pushed him into his home. 
‘It's a flat you git" Bruce corrected. 

"Same difference." Kirk snorted. 


Kirk had been released from the hospital that morning, under the strict rules that he was to remain in the 


care of someone he knew; and of course, Bruce was at the very top of that list of people. At times Kirk 


stayed there for so long that others in the building actually thought he lived there, so it would be no problem 
as far as clothes and the like went. And compared to Kirk's own place, with its small steps in different areas, 
Bruce's place, which had none of the sort, was much safer for his handicapped state. 

"We're not getting into this argument again, Kwirk" 


It doesn't matter anyway, l'm hungry." Kirk looked up at Bruce from his position in his wheelchair. "Feed me." 


"Bossy, bossy, bossy." Bruce said under his breath, but he did push him the direction of the kitchen. "Anywho, 


how long are you gonna be like this anyway?" 
"Tired of me already, Dickinson?" Kirk turned his head up once more to eye his friend. 


"Not at all, doubt | ever will be. But its been very odd to see you all bandaged up; you're usually out and 


about and all over the place." 


Kirk nodded solemnly. "Yeah, | know. The doc said it should be anywhere between four to six weeks. But | plan on 
getting rid of this crap much sooner than she thinks." 


"You always were determined. | have complete faith in you, mate." 


"Enough with the chit-chat. | want food" Kirk pouted. "And tea. Not any of the American junk either, give me 
the good stuff" 


Bruce rolled his eyes at the commanding tone of his best friend, and reached into the cupboard to pull out the 
tea that he had specially shipped from home. 


Surprises and Misery (Part One) 
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Bruce made his way to his car after yet another night at the Wanderlust, he was pleased to find that with all 
the recent events, he still rather enjoyed performing at the club. But now it was time to head home and check 
on his best friend, who'd probably broken all of the doctor's orders in his absence. He was just about to get in 


the car when a large hand landed on his shoulder. 


"Bloody helll" He jumped and turned, taking in the tall, and slightly bulky frame of James Hetfield. "What do you 


want?" 
James fidgeted slightly, looking a bit hesitant before beginning. "Ummm... You're friends with Kirk right?" 
"Yeah, why?" Bruce was very curious as to why this man would ask about Kirk. 


| heard that he got into a bad accident. Have you seen him recently? Isis he alright?" James wringed his 


hands as his blue eyes darted everywhere except for Bruce. 

Bruce found himself smiling easily, so maybe this was the guy that Kirk was referring to before things had 
suddenly gone awry in Bruce's personal life. "Yeah, he's got a lot of healing to do, but he's doing it in the usual 
‘Kirk way'." 

James let out a sigh of relief. "Okay, that's good to know. Thanks, and uh, sorry for scaring you like that.. 


"Don't worry about it, just give me a bit of a head's up next time instead of latching on to me. Too many 


dodgy things have happened when someone has done that to me." 


James nodded fervently. "No problem. Again, | just wanted to know. | hadn't seen him in a while and | was just 


curious...” 


Bruce's grin got wider as the large man started to walk off; this could be the perfect surprise for his best 


friend. "James!" 


James stopped and glanced behind himself to look at Bruce quizzically. "Yeah?" 


"Why not stop by tomorrow? I'm sure he could use better company that just me." 
Not even a blind man could miss the way James's eyes lit up. "Really? You don't mind?" 


Bruce shook his head good naturedly. "It's not a problem, he could use some more cheering up. Let me get you 
the address." He kneeled onto the driver's seat and fished inside of the glove compartment for a few moments 
before coming out with a pen; snagging a stray receipt from the box as well before shutting and backing out 
of the vehicle. He quickly jotted his address down on the flimsy excuse for paper and handed it off to James. 
‘lm sure he'd be happy to see you." 


"You think so?" James asked as he tucked the receipt in his back pocket. 


"Absolutely. Any time after about 1 am. is fine, | should have him up by then" Bruce replied, climbing into his 
car. He nodded at James before cranking up and pulling out of the parking lot. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


David couldn't decide whether he wanted to be proud or worried. Dave had been almost like a rabid dog in the 
courtroom today, easily capturing the heart of the judge with his fiery personality and getting Santana the 
deal he was hoping for; that was the good thing, the bad thing though, was that his sorrow was turning into 
anger and that anger was starting to pour into everything that he did; he never did take rejection too well to 
begin with. 


He debated whether or not to talk to Dave; he may have a hot temper but he had never let it bleed into his 
profession to this extent, even their employees were afraid to approach him for anything and after a rather 
terse ‘discussion with his secretary, leaving the poor older woman in tears afterwards. In all their years in 
business together, he had only seen the look of doubt and apprehension he saw in their lawyers’ faces now in 
the early days of the company when Dave implemented crazy tactics to get them from the ground up; now 


that they were a successful firm, those looks did not bode well for them. 


The man in question was taking long, swift strides towards his office, nearly leaving a contemplating David 
behind. He quickly entered the spacious room after his friend, watching as he tossed the briefcase he was 
carrying on the end table before he fell onto the couch, his gaze turning to the rapidly darkening sky outside 
the vast windows of the office. 


"| assumed that since you have this whole ‘fuck the world attitude that you'd get over this easy enough. But 
as your friend, | should have known better than that, should've known that that attitude is there to protect 
your heart and feelings. | didn't fully come to realize that until these last two weeks, this time is different, 


isn't it?" 


"Y'know, right before | met him, | questioned whether or not | would rot in that house by myself. He came at 
the right time for me and | thought that if | looked past what he did for a living things would work themselves 


out, and | could eventually convince him to leave it all behind. But as usual, | ruin the best things in my life." 
"This company is still going strong." David pointed out. 


"But this company isn't going to keep me company at night. Its not gonna smile, laugh, talk about anything or 


nothing at all, and | can't hold it.. this company may be a family, but it can never take the place of a lover." 
David shook his head slowly. "I just never realized-" 
Dave finally looked over at him. "I'm human just like anybody else man, David." 


David was startled to say the least, he'd never thought that Dave would come to feel this way, for some 
stripper, dancer, or whatever Bruce was nonetheless. It was the first time he's had to deal with this Dave, he 
could only imagine the depth of turmoil of the first experience of a love lost in someone like Dave. "If you need 


me... 


Dave nodded, his eyes fixed once more on the orange and pink hues that were slowly, but surely being 


consumed by the many shades of dark blue that symbolized the night. "I know, Davia." 


Having given all he could right now to make his friend feel better, David could only exit the office and head 
down to his own to pack up to go home for the day. 


Surprises and Misery (Part Two) 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Biffno \'13, now taken a life of its own Read € Review please! And as always, enjoy! 


Bruce grinned as he heard a knock on his door, but Kirk frowned as he looked at the opening to the bedroom 
door from his spot on the bed. They had been going through a photo album in the guest room that Kirk had 


claimed as his own a long time ago. 


"Who's that?" Kirk asked, then he smirked as he glanced over at Bruce. "It must be Chris, you're smiling just a 


tad bit too much there." 
"We'll see." Bruce answered, hopping off the bed and jogging to the door. 


"Hey, you told me to be here around this time?" James shifted from foot to foot as the door was opened 
wider for him. 


"Come on, he's waiting for the ‘mystery person’ at the door.” Bruce led him through the maze of furniture and 


through the small hallway to Kirk's room. 
Bruce peeked over the door frame, the grin never leaving his face. "You have a visitor, Mr. Hammett." 
Kirk looked surprised, he sat up as much as he could "Me? Who?" 


Bruce looked behind him and jerked his head towards the door; James took the hint and nervously came into 


Kirk's view. 
"Hey." The large man said quietly. 
Kirk's skin flushed and he looked down at the bed, his fingers plucking at the bed sheets. "Hi." 


‘lm just gonna leave you two alone for a spell" Bruce nodded his head and winked at Kirk when he looked up at 
him and headed for his own room. 


Bruce fell down onto his awaiting bed, closing his eyes and taking a deep breath. Things had been good for him 
recently, he found that his moods were better and he felt more in tune with his surrounding than ever 


before; Kirk had told him many of times that he seemed to be floating on cloud nine these days, and they both 


knew the reason for it. Bruce nearly jumped out of his skin when a loud chime sounded throughout the room, 
his heart beating rapidly, Bruce glared over at the culprit, his cellphone. He picked it up from its resting place 
on the small drawer next to his bed and glanced at it, one new text message. He clicked on view and quickly 


skimmed over the message. 

It read, ‘Heading to the shop in about five, you in? 

The frown on his face at the interruption turned itself into a small smile; the "shop" was Cafe Lalo, a coffee 
shop not too far from where he lived. Chris had been in Manhattan for a fortnight so far, telling Bruce that 
he was in the process of setting up a gallery in the Uptown art community, staying at a rented condo a few 
miles away; they had been on a number of dates, and they always had coffee (or in his case tea) and spent 
the better part of two hours there every morning. He shouldn't even have to ask now. 

Bruce quickly sent him a reply, and darted out of his room to Kirk's, his brows raised as they took in the now 
closed door. Bruce rapped on the door twice and opened it slightly, smirking at the flushed look on the two 


occupants’ faces and the kiss swollen lips. 


‘lm headed to the Lalo, behave yourselves in my absence." Bruce gave a short bow and closed the door once 


more quickly going back to his room and donning his trainers before leaving the flat. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


The day was a bit windy, but he decided to walk the short distance to the coffee shop, he was lost inside his 


thoughts when he bumped into someone. 

"Shite! I'm sorry, mate." Bruce quickly apologized. 

"IFs alright." The man looked at him, brown eyes widening in recognition. "Bruce!" 
It was Steve's boyfriend. "Um, hey..2" 


"David" He looked like he wanted to say more, so Bruce waited. "Look man, do you mind if we talk for a 


moment?" 
"I really have to be elsewhere, | don't have much time." Bruce mildly protested. 
"It won't take long at all, | promise." David led them out of the pedestrian traffic and to an alley only a few 


feet away. "Have you spoken to Dave recently?" He wasn't going to let on to the fact he had heard Bruce's 


message to Dave. 
Bruce bristled. "Why? What does it have to do with you? Or anyone else for that matter?" 


David sighed. "He's really fucked up man" 


‘In what regard? Drinking? What's new?" Bruce crossed his arms. 

"He hasn't touched a drop in the past few weeks. He hasn't been the same since that night." David trailed off. 
"The night that what?" Bruce inquired, his curiosity peaked. 

"Since the voicemail you left him." 


"How did you know about that? It was meant for just him." Bruce felt himself getting angry, he only left the 


voicemail in hopes to have had Dave call him back sooner; he shouldn't have used any details. 


"He played it to me the next day. He hadn't showed up at the firm the whole day, and | found him on the floor 
passed out from an alcohol binge. | had never seen such defeat in his eyes, his posture before; he held none of 


that fire that day. It broke him, Bruce." 
Bruce felt a chill wash over him. "l-is he okay?" 


"No, Bruce. | went to his place earlier this week and cleaned out all the liquor, beer, and wine, whatever | could 
find. He does irrational things when he's under the influence as you well know; | don't want him doing anything 


stupid because he's heartbroken" 

"You think he'll commit suicide?" Bruce was aghast. 

"I don't know. This is my first time seeing him like this in all the twenty something years I've known him." 
"What do you want me to do?" 


"Talk some things out, see what he has to say. | don't know exactly what | want you to do myself, but meeting 
face to face is a start" A loud chirp sounded between them and David reached into his pocket, eyeing his 
phone before answering the call. A few moments later, David sighed and hung up, the phone stashed into this 
pocket once more. "I have to go, but remember, please try to find the time to speak with him, to see him." 


David nodded to Bruce and left him alone with his now troubled thoughts. 


He didn't think he had meant that much to Dave, but if he did, or does, why would Dave attack him like he did 
for just caring? Why would he have tried to force himself on him if he didn't want it? David had said it was 
because of the alcohol, and he was the one, alongside Steve, who had told him to put as much space between 
the redhead and himself as possible and do it as quickly as he could; what had changed his mind? Was Dave 
really on the deep end? 


Bruce shook his head; it didn't matter right now, he had to meet up with Chris, and he wasted enough time 
already and with Chris's schedule promising to be hectic in the near future, he needed all the time he could 
get while things were settled. He didn't know just how heated things were going to get in the near future.. 


A Night of Promise 
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Bruce was surprised at how fast all his inner turmoil faded when he was greeted with a smile and a kiss on 
the forehead when he got to their usual table. Chris pulled out the chair for him, his blue-green eyes 
sparkling. 


"A gorgeous day has just gotten more beautiful with your presence." He said as he reclaimed his seat across 


from Bruce. 
Bruce flushed, he still wasn't used to the flattery that the artist rained upon him every time they were 
together. "If you say so." He was startled to see a cup of tea in front of him, appearing to be already made 


for him. 


"I took the liberty of already fixing it for you, it came just a few moments before you arrived" Chris fidgeted 
a bit. "I hope that was alright with you?" 


Bruce took a sip; it was pretty much spot on except for the fact that it wasn't his favorite brew. "H's bloody 


perfect." Bruce grinned. 
"We spend enough time here, and | have a bit of pride invested on being observant." 


Bruce shook his head, grin firmly in place; it was nice to have someone who remembered the seemingly small 


details about you and what you liked. He could definitely get used to this. 
Dave grumbled as he retrieved the cellphone out of his pocket. "Lo?" 
"Is David. | saw Bruce today." 

Dave stopped mid-type on his computer. "And?" 


"| spoke to him." 


Dave sighed. "Junior-" 
"You two need to talk, | just took the opportunity to see if | could usher the meeting along a bit" 


Dave just shook his head; his friend couldn't change his concern for others, and if being nosy was what he had 


to do, then so be it. "What did he say?" 


"He sounded a bit worried about you and his eyes conveyed that even more, you just might get a visit or hear 


from him soon" 


He didn't know whether to jump for joy at Junior's efforts or lament the thought of the knife of rejection 
jarring deeper inside of his heart. "Okay." 


"Okay? Just okay?" 


"What do you want me to say? | don't know how to respond to something that may not happen, or might turn 


out for the worse.” Dave pointed out. 

"Always the pessimist.” 

"Always the realist." He countered. 

"Well, | was just calling to let ya know. Good luck" 


Dave tossed the phone back on his desk and continued typing; his mind being torn in many different directions 
by this bit of news. 


Chris stopped Bruce just outside of the coffee shop. "Bruce?" he sounded nervous. 

"Yeah?" 

| was wondering." Chris scratched the back of his head, searching for the words to say. "I was wondering if 
you'd like to come over tonight for dinner? | figured | could whip something up for a change instead of heading 
to some restaurant again." 

"Sure, your condo isn't too far from here isn't it?" 


"Ummm. was thinking about heading back to Montauk, is that okay?" Chris asked hesitantly. 


‘He's too nervous about an invitation that was so simple’ Bruce thought, ‘And its a little over a two hour drive 


out to Montauk, he wouldnt be returning home tonight. This could be it! He already had the night off, he just 
needed fo ring Kai or Andi to look after Kirk for the night. 


"Absolutely, I'd love that." Bruce responded in kind. ‘Come on, come on.’ 
Chris nodded. "And it may be too late out for you to drive back, so.maybe it could be an overnight thing?" 
"That's a marvelous idea really." Bruce agreed. 


"Great!" Chris beamed down at him. "In that case, I'll come get you. Is say..five-ish okay with you? Give you a 


bit of time to get Kirk settled” 

"ll be ready then" 

"Good" 

Bruce was surprised to find Chris's lips on his own, sighing into the contact when the shock was over. 
"See you later." Chris smiled softly. 


"Yeah..see you." Bruce replied breathlessly as he watched the tall figure maneuver through the throngs of 
New York residents. 


Bruce smirked as he caught James leaving the flat. "Managed to keep your hormones in check, mate?" 


"Oh shut up." James grinned back. "I can't believe he was so excited to see me. | didn't think things would 


extend beyond the club." 
"Let's just say that he's spoken very fondly of you before, he just hadn't used a name." 
James nodded. "Well, | gotta be headin’ out, see you." 


Bruce nodded back and eased his way through the door, closing it behind the large man. He immediately made a 
quick dash for Kirk's room, smile firmly in place. 


"Someone's happy. What's going on?" Kirk inquired as Bruce sat down on the edge of the bed. 
| could ask you the same thing.” 


"Yeah, you could. But | think your answer would be much more interesting than mine. Spill it” 


"Chris asked me over to dinner." 


"He's at one of those amazing condos near the Uptown district isn't he? For the art thing? I'd kill for one of 
those!" 


"You're getting off subject, and for your information, it's not going to be at the condo. It's at his place in 
Montauk" 


"| have an aunt that lives there, its a few hours’ drivel" Kirk was confused 
"Exactly why he suggested that | kip at his place for the night" Bruce revealed 

"You little dog you! Plan on leaving me here to get laid, huh? | damn sure don't blame you!" 
"You don't know that l'm getting laid, Kwirk, you're assuming things." Bruce rolled his eyes. 


"Assuming things?" Kirk deadpanned. "Instead of his condo, he's taking you home. There isn't plate of dinner in 


this world worth a few hours’ drive, Bruce." 
There was a moment of silence before a fit of laughter broke out between the duo. 


"You won't be alone, Kai has the night off | think; l'm sure he wouldn't mind keeping you company." Bruce 


assured once they managed to contain their mirth. 


Kirk's eyes lit up. "Ooooh, good! | haven't heard about his little interest in a long time, maybe | could squeeze 
some details out of him tonight!" 


"You're too much of a gossip." Bruce told him, a fond smile in place. 
"But everyone loves me that way!" Kirk protested. 


Bruce got up and stretched before ruffling his friend's curls. "You're absolutely right there, Kwirk. I'll make us 


something to nibble on and ring Kai.” 
Kirk shooed him with a gesture of the hand "You do that, l'm starving!" 


"You always arel" Bruce just barely made it out of the room before the pillow aimed at him could connect, his 


laughter trailing through the short hall. 


He was so ready for tonight, but first he had to phone Kai and he needed to make that much needed call to 


Dave, wondering just how much he may dread or fancy speaking to him. 


A Night to Remember (Part One) 
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Bruce sighed as he leaned back on his bed, his eyes locked on the dark screen of his phone; Chris would be 
here soon, as would Kai. Should he really do this? Was he prepared for it? Only one way to tell.. 


The phone rang twice before a gruff voice picked up. "Mustaine." 
"Dave? It's me." He said in a rush. 

There was a few seconds of silence. "Bruce?" 

"Yeah." 

"We really need to talk man" 

"Why do you think | ringed you?" 


"Bruce.|-l.'m so sorry. | know a lame ass apology doesn't make up for what | did, but please | need another 
chance." 


Bruce shook his head. "What will make the next try different? You're still an alcoholic and you still have a 
temper. Those two things are a disaster when put together." 


"IIl get help; I'll go to counseling, rehab, whatever you want me to go to Bruce, just give me the chance to 


prove to you that | can change." 

Bruce could feel the turmoil seeping in once more. Dave sounded so sincere. "l-I don't know about that Dave." 
"We need to do this face to face, Bruce. Outside of the club, maybe you could meet me somewhere." 

‘tm not too sure about that Dave." 


"God Bruce, please. Have Steve come along or David or even Kirk if it makes you feel any better about it, this 


is something that can't be done over the phone." 
He was probably going to regret this, but.."Fine. When? Where?" he relented 
"Is tonight alri-" 


"No! I'm going to be busy. It definitely can't be tonight” Chris had suddenly popped into his mind. Dear Lord 
what the hell was he thinking?! 


"Oh. Plans already?" 
"Yes." That was as far as he would go. 


Dave was curious, and a bit apprehensive. "Well. Tomorrow, then? Say around eight? My place? And are you 


coming alone or do you want someone there?" 


Being on Dave's territory made him somewhat edgy, but he could think of no other place at the moment. 
"Yeah. I'll be there." 


"Thank you, Bruce. You won't regret it, | promise you." 

Before Bruce could say anything more, the line went dead. It was one of the quickest phone calls he had ever 
had, yet it had left an impact like no other. Why did he just agree to meet Dave in person? What was it about 
the redhead that made him forget all about Chris? His phone began to ring on its own accord, which was 
simultaneous with a knocking on the door. He got up and answered it as he made his way to the door. 
"Hello?" 

"Hey, its Chris. You ready?" 

"Yeah, just let me get Kai in and I'll be right down" 

"lll be waiting." 

Bruce hung up and opened the door, two enthusiastic pairs of eyes and smiles greeting him. "Kail | see you 
brought Andi too!" The two Germans stepped inside, both loaded with what appeared to be DVDs and tons of 


beer, soda, and junk food. "Oh no, what's all this?" 


"We are sleeping over, are we not? You are not the only one prepared to have fun tonight, we are just having 


a different kind of fun" Kai responded. 


Bruce didn't have time to second guess his choice of ‘baby-sitter’; he rushed into his room and grabbed the 
small carry on that rested at the foot of the bed. He could already hear the chatter in Kirk's room as he 


walked by; poking his head in, he grinned. 
"You lot behave yourselves now, don't want to come back to a mess tomorrow.’ 
"No, you behave yourself mister! At least until the clothes start coming off" Andi winked. 


"Love enough for the three of us as welll We will live vicariously through you tonight!" Kai raised his bottle in 
salute. 


"And spare us not a single detail when you get back! Give us something to daydream about until we can get 


laid!" Kirk finished. 
They all laughed as Bruce's face and neck flushed with color. 
"Bloody gits" He muttered as he left the apartment, their hoots still audible as he closed the front door. 


Chris was standing outside of his car when Bruce walked up; grinning, he walked around the other side and held 
the door open for him, closing it gently behind him as Bruce got in and tossed his bag in the back. 


"Ready?" Chris asked as he got in and started the car, the engine roaring to life. 
Boy was he ever. "You bet." 


What was it about Chris that eliminated Dave from his mind? That calmed his inner demons with one smile? He 


hoped to find out by the end of the night. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce sighed contentedly as he rested in Chris's arms. The dinner had been light and was nothing short of 
amazing, Chris finally confessing that he had been a sous chef before delving into the world of drawing, 
sketching, and painting. Afterwards, they had entered the lounge and got lost in his massive collection of games, 
proving once more that the curly-haired man was a nothing more than a big kid at heart. Now they were 
reclined on the couch in the center of the lounge, a movie flashing on the TV in front of them, but to be 
honest they were too wrapped up in each other to pay attention to it. 


"Chris?" Bruce looked up at his companion. 
"Mmhmm?" 
"Thanks. | haven't been this relaxed in a long-time." 


Chris just smiled down at him, their eyes locking only mere moments before he leaned down and claimed 
Bruce's lips with his own. Things quickly became heated, Chris reaching down to push his hand under Bruce's 


shirt, long, thin fingers tracing patterns on his abdomen before trailing up to one of his nipples, pulling gently 
at the nub. It seemed as though Bruce's moan into his mouth was like the dousing of cold water on his body. 
Shocked at his own vulgar behavior, Chris pulled away immediately, quickly removing himself from under Bruce. 
Bruce scrambled up off the couch as Chris backed away. 

"I'm sorry. | didn't mean to-" 

"The only thing you should be sorry for was teasing me like that!” Bruce felt frustration build up inside of him. 
"Bruce-" 


"You've been doing this on and off for the past few weeks! Is there something wrong with me?" 


"God no, Bruce! | just didn't want it to seem like | was only spending time with you just to get into your pants. | 
didn't want to be like every other guy out there." Chris tried to explain 


"And | got that at first! Now, I'm not sure what the hell is going on. Do you not want me? Is that it?" 

‘Its not that, if anything I've wanted you more and more every time we've seen each other." 

"Then prove it. Don't tell me how much you want me, show me." Bruce challenged. 

He could see the war between logic and lust in the blue-green depths of those eyes; he saw a clear winner 
just before those long fingers clasped around his wrist and he was yanked into the lanky body of the artist. 
Arms wrapped his waist as their lips met once more, Bruce circling his own around Chris's neck as he lost 
himself in the taller man's embrace. The body could only go so long without oxygen, both parting as they 
panted for air. 

Bruce could have jumped for joy at the desire and certainty in Chris's eyes. "Are you sure?" 


"Yes." He answered without hesitation. 


"Let's go." Chris pulled him out of the lounge and to a part of the house that Bruce had only been to once 


before, his bedroom. 


He had waited a long time for this, dreamed about it since they had first met that night at the Wanderlust, 


and now he was about live out his fantasy. And damn was he ready for it. 


A Night to Remember (Part Two) 
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The sound of the door shutting behind Chris made Bruce's heart race, this was it. He felt Chris press up 
against him, soft lips pressing up against his temple before the warmth left from behind him. 


Strip." His hands shakily moved to the hem of his shirt at the whispered command. 


He didn't turn around; Chris moving to the drawer beside the large bed, rummaging through it until he found a 
bottle of clear liquid that he had stored there. And as Bruce's pants dropped to the floor, thanking the heavens 
above that he decided to go without briefs earlier that day, Chris's eyes travelled down his bare form, Bruce 
fighting down the slight embarrassment he felt under the scrutiny. 


"Beautiful." he murmured, pulling Bruce's naked body towards him and claiming his lips in a seductive kiss. 


Bruce sighed as he was turned, their lips parting with a light sound as he was gently pushed onto the bed. He 
was ushered up to the center of the bed, where he was told to stay put. Mesmerized, he watched as Chris 
removed his own clothing, revealing more of his athletic build as each piece of cloth was shed; he was 


disappointed when Chris stopped at his boxer-briefs before climbing on top of Bruce. 


Chris retrieved the bottle he left on the bed, popping the top and pouring a good amount of the oil in his hand. 
He closed it for the time being, quickly rubbing his hands together, much to Bruce's confusion 


"Wha-" 

"Ssshhh." Chris interrupted. 

His curiosity piqued as to where this was going, Bruce decided to patiently ride this out. 

Chris started with his shoulders, his long fingers working the stress from the broad tissues. This wasn't 
something Bruce was used to, he preferred his sexual encounters and his massage appointments to be 
separate, but tonight he was definitely willing to make an exception as the cool oil was poured down his chest 


and abdomen. Those large hands were back, stroking the muscles in his chest, Bruce gasping each time they 


passed over the sensitive buds of his nipples. 


They worked their way down his abs, Bruce chuckling softly as they danced over the ticklish flesh of his sides; 
his breath began to pick up as they neared his groin. Bruce whined as they bypassed his aching arousal, 
instead paying intense concentration on the thick muscles that made up each of his thighs before continuing 


onward. Those hands went lower still and worked on his feet, Bruce sighing in sweet bliss. 
“Turn over." He didn't hesitate, lying on his front as Chris added another drizzle of oil in his hand. 


Bruce groaned as Chris's palms gently dug into the stiff muscles of his upper back, Bruce melting as the 
tension was released from the center as well as the lower muscles. The hands paused before skipping over his 
buttocks, massaging the back of his thighs before moving on to each rigid calf before coming back up. Chris 
shifted as he went for more oil, Bruce feeling his desire press up against his hip, biting his lip at the promise 
of things to come. Finally, the strong hands found their way to his arse, kneading the hard globes in his hand 
before parting them and exposing him to Chris's eyes. 


He felt a shift in the bed as Chris's weight moved further down the mattress, Bruce's eyes widening as the 
tip of his soon to be lover's tongue licked its way up his cleft and back down to his hole, the slippery muscle 
tracing the ring around it before pushing forward. Bruce whimpered as Chris maneuvered it back and forth, 
slowly loving him with his tongue. Bruce would have done anything to get him to speed up, the pace remaining 


constant even as an oiled finger traced around him. 


Chris's tongue was replaced by the finger, Chris cautiously winding the digit as it pushed inside of Bruce. And it 
moved at the same rhythm as its predecessor, Bruce nearly howling in frustration as a second and third was 
added at a similar rate. The fingers left him, Bruce turning back over onto his back as Chris rid himself of his 


undergarments; the artist was far from being tragically endowed. 


Bruce sat up and shifted to the edge of the bed, gripping of the base of the thick rod and giving it a few 
experimental strokes, Chris letting out a shaky breath as he lapped at the head with the tip of his tongue. He 
gradually engulfed as much of the member as he could, his fingers enclosing what he couldn't take in; Chris let 
his head fall back, his hips thrusting gently as Bruce pleasured him. 


Bruce felt Chris tug at the back of his head and he looked up at him, Chris groaning at the sight. "I'm getting 


close." 


He pulled back, a barely audible pop sounding as the length slipped out of his mouth. Chris ushered him back 
onto the bed, settling between his legs as Bruce wrapped his thighs around his waist. He took hold of his 
member, pressing the head at Bruce's relaxed entrance, bringing their mouths together as he pushed forward. 
They both grunted as the head eased past the tight ring and into Bruce's body; Chris rocking back and forth 


until he was buried to the hilt inside of his lover. 


Bruce eagerly wriggled beneath Chris, receiving a shake of the head and a quiet ‘tsk’ for his impatience. Chris 
set a smooth tempo, his motions deliberate as he began to take Bruce. Finally realizing that he wasn't going to 


budge, Bruce let his eyes fall closed and let Chris have his way and let the sensations reel him in 


He felt a hand cup his cheek, "Uh, uh. Look at me, Bruce." 


Bruce opened his eyes, locking gazes with the man above him; he locked his arms around Chris's upper back 

and across his shoulder blades, finding that his lover allowed him to meet his thrusts only when it matched 

the rhythm he had set. This was definitely a new concept for him; he was used to rough, even modest pace, 
but he was never taken with such care, feeling every ridge and vein that pulsed within him. It was an 


experience that he would treasure, and hopefully re-live, for the rest of his days. 


Chris pulled away, Bruce releasing him from his clutches as he was turned on his side; Chris was now flush 
against his back, his knee bent and his leg pushed up to allow Chris to sink inside of him once more. His strokes 
were quicker, but nowhere near what Bruce had been expecting, his hands everywhere from Bruce's hair to 


his nipples down to his lower abdomen, his cock straining, still untouched. 


"How long I've waited for this, dreamed of this." Chris breathed in his ear. "Ever since | first saw you, so 
forlorn and confused, all | wanted to do was find a way to put a smile on your face, make you feel like the 


perfect being that you were, are, to me." 


Bruce gasped, pleasure coursing through him not only from the brush of his prostate, but the sentimental 
value of the words that tumbled from Chris's mouth. He felt Chris leave him once more, the artist kneeling on 
the bed beside him; Bruce got up to his knees as well before he was turned around, his back meeting Chris's 
chest once more when he was pulled into Chris's lap, the position allowing his body to accept all of Chris once 


more. 


"Dave, all those other men, they never knew just what they had when you gave them even a second of your 


time." 
Chris pumped his hips forward, Bruce crying out each time he felt the stimulation of his prostate. 
"Oh God, Chris!" 


"But for as long as you'll have me, I'll show you just how grateful | am that you chose to be with me." Those 
rimble fingers enveloped his arousal, matching the smooth thrusts that guided Bruce to the point of no return. 


"Nngh!" 

"| love you, Bruce Dickinson" 

Bruce's eyes rolled to the back of his head, shudders rocking his frame as his mind and body was lost inside 
the paradise of his climax. Chris groaned as Bruce tightened considerably around his length, his own orgasm 


taking him to heights previously unknown, drawn out not only by the carnal pleasures themselves, but by the 


man he held in his arms in which he was soaring on cloud nine with. 


Spent, they pulled apart before they both collapsed onto the bed, their breathing harsh in the quiet space that 


surrounded them 

"Chris?" Bruce turned to look at him 

"Yes?" Chris brushed a sweaty lock of hair from Bruce's face. 
"I love you, too." 


Chris's face lit up like it hadn't before; he reached over, taking Bruce's chin in hand, their lips meeting in a soft 
kiss to seal the promise of their words. 


Spiraling Down 
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Bruce sighed as he came to, he smiled as memories of last night came back to him; he opened his eyes and 
looked up to find that Chris was awake and his gaze was captured by the stormy weather outside, rain pelting 
the large windows harshly. Sensing that he was up, Chris looked down at him, a smile gracing his face. 
‘Someone's finally up." 

"Finally? What time is it?" Bruce lifted his head off of Chris's chest, looking around. 

"Almost noon. | figured you were pretty comfortable so | decided to wait it out” 


Bruce sat up, shoving a hand through his messy hair. "Shite. Kirk's gonna have my head when | get back." 


Chris pushed himself up beside him, his arms locking around Bruce's waist. "The rain's a bit heavy, but | think 


its passable if you're in a rush to get home." 

Bruce shuddered as he felt a pair of lips kiss and nip the back of his neck and left shoulder. His actions 
definitely contradicted the sincerity of his offer. A sigh parted from his lips when Chris sucked gently on a 
particularly sensitive patch of skin just to the right of his ear lobe. 

"l-it might not be wise to try the roads right now. We should wait for it to clear out" Bruce responded. 
"Any ideas on how to pass the time?" Chris asked. 

Fingers trailed down his stomach and nearly to his rapidly stiffening cock before Bruce whole-heartedly gave 
into a battle he wasn't even aware was being had inside his mind between himself and the imaginary voice of 
Kirk. "Fuck" he panted as long fingers gripped the base of his member. 


"That's a fantastic idea actually.” Chris breathed in his ear. 


Bruce turned his head, despite the possible presence of morning breath, and captured the mouth that 


instigated his arousal. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The rain hadn't let up until later in the afternoon, Chris accompanying him on the walk up to his flat. Once they 


were outside the door, Bruce turned to look up Chris, his overnight bag tossed casually over his shoulder. 
"If only there was such thing as a rewind button 


"Ah, but why relive past memories when we can make new ones?" Chris wiggled his eyebrows at Bruce, 


causing the younger man to chuckle 

"Weill see eachother soon, right? | know these next couple of weeks are gonna be busy for you and all." 

"If | don't have the time then Ill definitely make time to see you, Bruce 

Bruce flashed a grin at him before they shared one last kiss; they failed to hear the door crack open, three 
heads poking out from the opening. The snickering though, they definitely picked that up; Bruce jumped and 


turned, glaring at his friends before they quickly disappeared behind the door, their giggles very audible 
through the wood. 


"Bloody gits" Bruce shook his head fondly, turning his attention back to Chris, who wore a small smirk 
They leaned into each other, their foreheads pressed together as they locked gazes. 

"| love you, Bruce” Chris said softly. 

"I love you too, Chris" 


With one last peck Chris backed up, a smile shared between the two before Bruce headed inside his flat to 
greet the trio of vultures just waiting to hear about his amazing night with Chris. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Bruce felt the knotted mixture of excitement and apprehension as he pulled into the large driveway, just 
minutes before the appointed time. Getting out of the car, he walked slowly until he was in front of the glass 
door. Eventually he mustered up enough courage to ring the doorbell, the sound ringing through the seemingly 
desolate house. 


He could vaguely see a figure approach the door just seconds before the door was opened, hazel eyes peering 
down at him nervously. Dave quietly backed up and let Bruce in, leading him beyond the living room and a room 
at the back of the home; they walked into a parlor of sorts, a large set of windows surrounding the entire 


room, the fading light of day visible to the pair. 


"Bruce." Now that he had him in person, it was a bit hard for him to think of what to say, but he thought of 


the most important thing he wanted to say. "| hunted down the best rehab here in New York City. I'll be 


checkin’ in in the day after tomorrow." 
To say he was shocked was an understatement, Bruce just stared up at him with startled eyes. 


"It would be pointless to apologize and say all these nice things without puttin’ them into action. | just hope that 
we could keep in touch throughout the treatment.” 


"Why?" 
Dave's brows furrowed. "Why what?" 
"Rehab, why now?" What was he trying to do? What was he hoping for? 


| want to prove to ya that | can be a better person, and what better way to start than to eliminate one of 


my bigger faults?" 


Bruce fell back onto one of the plaid loveseats in the parlor, his head swimming. Dave immediately followed, 


sitting next to him with a serious look on his face. 


"Bruce, these last few weeks have taught me not to take things for granted, especially those you love. And I'm 
hoping to take the first step into patching up our relationship." 


"You still have an attitude problem." Why was he even saying this? 


"There's gonna be therapy sessions, too. l'm serious about doing all that | can to make you feel safer around 
me." Dave reached over and turned Bruce's far away gaze to his own. "These days, these weeks have been 
fuckin’ miserable without you, Bruce. Without your smile, without the way your eyes light up when you're 


excited about somethin’, without your presence, your scent, your Touch.." 


He was telling him everything he had wanted to hear since that night in Madrid, but the timing couldn't have 
been worse for Bruce, and the fact that his heart swelled at the fact that he was oh so willing to change just 
for him certainly didn't help matters. Just as he was easily swayed by Chris, he was entranced by Dave from 
the very beginning. In fact, if Dave hadn't been so distant from him that night and had Bruce been able to 
reveal his feelings, he wasn't sure that he and Chris would be anywhere close to what they right now. Was 
what Dave was offering worth possible jeopardizing such a near-perfect relationship with Chris? 


"your taste." 


He received his answer when Dave's mouth closed on his. It wasn't the same of course, Dave demanded where 
Chris teased, Dave's hands sought to own where Chris's sought to seduce, and Dave aimed to ravish and 
conquer him to the point of insanity where Chris guided and taught through passion and a subtlety that left 


Bruce begging for more. A fire, a desire flamed within him and his lips parted, allowing Dave's tongue 


permission to battle with his own, no one else could make him want so badly, no one else except.. oh God, no. 


No 


Bruce pushed forcefully on Dave's shoulders, successfully freeing himself before he got up and bolted out of 
the room, trying desperately to tune out the words as Dave shouted after him, confusion lacing the calls of 
his name. He hopped into his car and pulled out as quickly as possible, knowing in his heart that if he had 

stayed even a fraction of a second more on that couch with Dave, he would have committed a grievous act 


that he wouldn't have regretted for the action itself, but for the potentially hazardous aftermath of it all. 


Why was this happening to him? What had he done so wrong in life that he had these situations raining down 
upon him like the windows of Chris's home? What was he going to say to Dave now? How was he going to look 
him or Chris in the eye after this? His lover was understanding but he could only tolerate so much, and 

getting intimate with Dave was nowhere on that list. How could he have done such a thing when he claimed to 


love him? 


What was he going to do? He wanted more, much more than just a simple kiss from Dave, but he also wanted 


the love he so gratefully found with Chris. 


"Oh God." Bruce muttered as the tears began to cloud his vision 
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Once Bruce arrived to his flat he flew through his living room, avoiding the alarmed and confused looks on his 
friends' faces, and locked himself inside of his room. The kiss between him and Dave kept swimming through his 
mind, along with Chris's possible reaction to what had occurred. Sure to others it seemed that their kiss was a 
bit insignificant, but a kiss was the doorway to other activity, and Bruce knew that if he was in Chris's place, 
he would lose his mind. 


After about fifteen minutes of pacing the room, he heard a timid knock on the door, followed by the soft voice 
of his best friend. 


"Bruce?" Kirk called out. 


He paused for a moment, running his hand down his face, shocked to feel the wetness of tears dotting his 
fingers and palm. He couldn't let them see him like this, men were supposed to be strong; yes, he was gay but 


he wasn't a fucking bird. 


"Bruce?" It was Kirk again. "I made sure Kai and Andi left, please let me in. | want to know what happened; | just 


want to help, Bruce." 
Bruce opened the door before swiftly walking to the foot of his bed and taking a seat; he heard the door close 
once more and he heard the irregular footsteps as Kirk limped to him. He felt the bed dip beside him and he 


buried his face in his hands as arms wrapped around his shoulders. 


"What's wrong Bruce? | can't even remember the last time I've seen you cry, but | remember why my heart 


breaks a little when you do." 


It wasn't often that he did anyway. And he just knew that Kirk would be so disappointed in him, and he'd be 
lucky if he had Chris after this, if he decided to tell him that is. 


"| kissed Dave." he mumbled under his breath. 


Kirk frowned. "What was that? | didn't catch what you said." 


"I said," his voice was much louder, although muffled by his hands. "I kissed Dave, Kwirk" 


A series of emotions played through Kirk, shock was the first, followed by anger, and settled into confusion and 


a hint of sympathy. "Why?" Was all he could think of, he thought that Bruce was finished with Dave. 


Bruce finally looked over at him, his eyes plagued by sadness and worry. "I don't know. He was saying all of 
these great things and then he kissed me and | just couldn't help myself, | kissed him back." 


"What kinds of things? Did anything else happen between you two?" Kirk fought down his anger at Bruce, and 


was a bit apprehensive to hear what Bruce was going to say. 


"How he's willing to change, he's going to rehab, and he wanted to make the first step in trying to repair our 


relationship and all of that rot. And | fell for it. | fell for all of it" 

"You two slept together? What are you going to do about Dave? What are you gonna tell Chris?" 

"No, | bolted before anything more happened. And as for what l'm going to do, | don't know! | just don't know 
what to do. Please tell me what to do!" Bruce was desperate for a way to handle all of this, and Kirk had never 
steered him wrong before. 

"lm sure you know what l'm gonna say, it's whether you listen to it or not that really counts." At Bruce's nod, 
he continued. "Its only a kiss so far, so as of this point, it's critical that you cut all contact with Dave if it's 
Chris who you want. If it's Dave that you want, and you know my feelings about that but I'll be fine if you're 
happy, then don't drag Chris along if your heart isn't completely into that relationship." 


| want Chris, Kwirk" Bruce shook his head sadly. "He's been nothing but kind and loving towards me and this is 


how | repay him." 


"Then the next time you see him, come clean. Let him know that you're gonna avoid Dave at all costs and if 


he's willing to look past the kiss then you can prove to him that you can do better.” 
"And you think that'll fix things?" Bruce asked, his voice hopeful. 


"If he loves you then there's very little or nothing he can't forgive you for." Kirk gave him a soft smile. "He 
seems understanding enough to let it go this time." 


"God | hope you're right. We see each other each morning before his day gets hectic. I'll say something then 


Kirk nodded and hugged him, Bruce eagerly accepting the comfort of the embrace. Getting up he gave Bruce 


one more smile, "If you need me, you know where | am." 


"| always know, Kwirk." 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Bruce felt his heart race as he got closer to the cafe, he just hoped Chris could forgive him. He entered the 
building, his eyes immediately fixed on the tall figure that relaxed in one of the corner booths. He felt yet 
another pang of guilt as his lover smiled at him, his eyes lit up as he climbed out of the booth, but as he got 


a better look at Bruce as the younger man approached him, his expression fell. 


"What's wrong?" he asked gently, his large hands coming up to cup his face. The concern in his eyes just made 


Bruce feel even worse. 
"l-Im so sorry.” Bruce said. 


Chris looked around, it was still early, early enough even for the small, but famous cafe to be relatively 
empty. He ushered Bruce into the seat before scooting in next to him, and he threw his arm around his 


shoulder, pulling him close. 


"For what? Hopefully not what we did last night, is it?" 


Bruce shook his head vehemently, tears clouding his vision. "No. For as long as | live, I'll never regret last night. 


There was a double meaning to his words, but Chris remained unaware. 
"Bruce, just tell me what's wrong. | hate to see you like this." Chris urged. 


Bruce looked up at him, his chocolate eyes filled with anxiety. "l.l..Chris, | kissed Dave." 
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Bruce felt Chris tense immediately and he clung to him tightly in hopes that he wouldn't get up and walk out 
of the cafe, out of his life. 


"What?" 

That didn't sound too good, shite. 

"l-I said | kissed Dave." Bruce repeated reluctantly 

Chris placed his hands on his shoulders and pushed him back, looking deep into his troubled brown eyes. Bruce 
felt highly unnerved, although he was quiet and observant by nature, the silence and the unreadable stare 


from his lover making him worry and fret tenfold "Chris? Say something please.’ 


Chris's jaw worked furiously, his gaze now focused on the other side of the room. "What exactly do you want 


me to say?" his words were clipped, his voice strained. 


"That you forgive me. That if | never do it again, you'll look past it. That you'll kick my arse if | ever do 
something like this again, but please don't tell me I've made such a cock up of things that you're finished with 


me. 
Chris's expression turned stoic, he got up abruptly, and to Bruce's horror made his way to the exit. Bruce 
scrambled out of the booth, his heart hammering in his chest; no, he couldn't let him get away. When he 
caught up to Chris, he was almost out of the door; grabbing his wrist, he tugged on it, trying to get his 
(ex?)lover's attention. 

Chris turned and look down at him. "Let me go." his voice was deceptively soft. 


"No. Not until | can make you understand-" 


"What is there to understand exactly? Other than the fact that the man | thought was mine to cherish only 


for myself, cares so little about me and respects not only me, but our relationship so little that he would find 


comfort with another?" 


"It was just a kiss, | swear! Nothing else happened! | ran out as soon as we made contact and put as much 
distance between us as fast as | could!" The last statement wasn't entirely true, but he would do anything to 


keep Chris, lying or omission was a small price he was willing to pay. 

His lover stared at him for a moment, before gently tugging his wrist free and opening the door. 
"Chris!" 

"Let me think on it" Was all he got before the artist disappeared through the mid-morning crowd. 


"Chris!" Bruce called after him, to no avail. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Chris's mind was racing a mile a minute, his thoughts directed towards Bruce and Dave. He wasn't a jealous 
man by nature, but just the thought of those two together, the man's hands, lips, and no doubt his body on 
his beloved was enough to bring out the green monster in him. He was also uncharacteristically frightened, his 
heart was in Bruce's hands and the thought of him not feeling the same scared the living daylights out of him, 


and he knew that if there was anyone to woo his lover away from him, it was Dave. 


Deep in his heart, he knew that Bruce carried a flame for Dave, and it was his every intention of snuffing it 
out, but what if he couldn't? What if the fires proved to be too hot and he was left out in the cold alone while 
Bruce and Dave lived a happy life together. 


He was mere weeks away from his premier art gala and his mind was now casted far away from the event 
that could make or break the dream he had been harboring since his mother first introduced him to finger 


painting when he was five. He knew that before he even began to concentrate on the details for everything, he 


needed to settle his troubled mind. 


He turned his eyes up to the sky as he stopped outside the condominium that made for his home away from 
home away from home. He managed to chuckle that the little tongue twister in his head before focusing on 
the blue horizon once more. He loved Bruce with every fiber of his being; he wasn't ashamed to admit that he 
fell hard for him and the Englishman was more than enough to keep his heart, and body, satisfied, he was his 
everything now; in the end, he just prayed that he was the same for Bruce. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Dave fought the urge to gulp as he stepped out of the car, adjusting his bag on his shoulder, his eyes trained 
on the rather ominous and depressing building. Either it was that or Dave had a distorted view of the place, 
seeing as this was not going to be an overall pleasant experience for him. He felt a hand grip his shoulder, 


shaking it slightly in a show of support. 


"Its gonna be worth it in the end, ain't it?" he asked his companion. 


‘Love is always worth doing things that may seem impossible at first Dave." David answered, giving him an 


encouraging smile. 


David had insisted on bringing him here versus him taking a taxi, he couldn't lie, it felt so much better to have 


a trusted friend's presence than the cool indifference of a cab driver. 
| sure as hell hope it is. This ain't gonna be fun 


David let out a bark of laughter. "Who the hell said it was supposed to be? And I'm sure you'll find something 
entertaining to do, as long as it doesn’t get ya into trouble | say go for it” 


"This ain't gonna be fun" Dave reiterated. 

"Aw come on, just a few weeks and you'll be able to move on to better things." David tried. 

"Mhhmm. Sure, whatever you say." 

"Just think about this if you ever find yourself sinking: this is a step closer to having Bruce with you again" 
"You sure you can handle things ‘til | get back?" Dave turned to David. 

"All you need to worry about is gettin’ clean, things will be just fine for when ya get back" 

Dave nodded. "I'll see you soon then" 

"Good luck, man" 


They embraced one last time before parting, David waving at him and hopping back into his car, driving off 


slowly down the cobblestone road. 


Dave sighed, his hazel eyes trained on the looming building once more. "Well, here goes nothin 
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Bruce sighed and looked out the small window in the kitchen just above the sink. It had been a little over two 
weeks since the kiss and Chris still hadn't contacted him in any way. He felt his heart slowly breaking with each 
day that passed without so much as a single word, he really had cocked things up between them. 

One the bright side though, Kirk was getting much better. He was walking around without the ever-present 
limp that had become his companion since the ‘accident’, chatting to Bruce actively to take his mind off of his 
distant boyfriend. He wouldn't be there as a distraction for very long, since he was moving better it would only 
be a matter of time before he decided to go back to his own place, and Bruce had to admit that he would miss 


his best friend's constant presence in his flat. 


Kirk came over, leaning on the front of the sink. "Oh no, you're thinking again. I've come just in time then! An 


idea has been floating around my head for ages now and it's a perfect day to get it done!" 

Bruce looked over at him and raised a single brow. "And that would be?" 

"Tattoos!" Kirk was standing straight once more, now bouncing up and down on the balls of his feet 
Bruce shook his head vehemently. "Absobloodylutely not!" 

Kirk's bouncing halted and he pouted. "Why not? We can get something as best friends or something! 


"lts not happening, Kwirk." Bruce crossed his arms and glared at his friend in hopes that it would discourage 
him. 


He had no such luck, Kirk completely disregarded it. "Bruce come onl Itll be fun! Chris has a tattoo, I'm sure he 


can account for it not being so bad!" 
Bruce bit his lip and gazed back out the window. 


"Fuck. | didn't mean to bring him up. | was just trying to take your mind off of things and | end up shoving it in 


your face anyway." Kirk shook his head and walked over to the small table just past the counters. "I'm a 
terrible friend" Kirk plopped down into the chair. 


"Bollocks!" Bruce stomped his way over to his friend and crouched in front of him. "You've been a bloody 


amazing friend not only recently, but since we first met at the club!" 


Kirk glanced quizzically at him. "You sure? l'm not a terrible friend? Because | really didn't mean to bring 
anything up.” 

"IFs fine Kwirk | just wish he'd give me a call or send a text or come by or whatever to let me know whether 
we're together or finished" Bruce sighed. 


"He's probably been busy, and he hasn't had the time to talk He has that gala soon, doesn't he?" 
"Yeah." 
"So..we're gettin’ tattoos or what?" Kirk smiled. 


Bruce held firm. "Or what. | don't mind going with you mate, but as far as me getting a tattoo, its strictly out 
of the question" 


"Fine Bruce the Buzzkill. Have it your way, but you're holding my hand in case things get a bit painful." Kirk got 
up and walked to the door, slipping into his tennis shoes. 


Bruce followed, snatching his keys up and stuffing his feet into his own trainers. "As long as | don't have to get 
it amputated due to lack of oxygen, l'm fine with that.” 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN NNNNN NN NNN NNN 


Dave bore a scowl as he fell back onto his plain white bed. He didn't understand why these people needed his 
whole background story. He wasn't concerned with his father being a drunk now, he wasn't concerned with the 
pestering and the cruel jokes from the children of his youth, and he wasn't concerned with ‘possibly buried 
insecurities and emotions. All he wanted to do was learn to stay away from the devil's nectar, or put the 


bottle down before he got too inebriated. He found the therapy and group session to be completely irrelevant. 


He'd been here for about a few weeks or so, and he had to admit that it wasn't too bad, but it wasn't the 
best place in the world to really be; it just wasn't home, or his home away from home, his office. He was a bit 
disappointed that he hadn't heard from Bruce yet, but it didn't discourage him in the slightest, Bruce just 
needed some time to absorb everything he had said. David called so frequently in the last eight days that he 
threatened to never pick up the phone throughout his stint in this place. Bruce, the reason that he even 
bothered to grit through the long testimonials of how drinking had ruined Betty Sue's life, or how drinking 
trashed Arnold's relationship. 


His mind was habitually plagued with the kiss they had shared before Bruce bolted, which he could understand 


since it wasn't too long ago that he had been wailing on him in Madrid. He hoped with all his hope that this 
would be the thing to bring them back together. He'd gotten so used to his presence that his absence spoke in 
volumes. He still had his number remembered by heart, and he thought about giving him a call, maybe set up 
a time for them to meet to see how good he'd done. 

Excitement coursed through Dave as an employee came and announced that lunch was ready, and his appetite 


increased tenfold and he hauled himself up and out to the cafeteria area. The thought of Bruce being so proud 
of him made even the most cardboard tasting pasta this place served taste like it came from Italy itself. 


"It looks so awesome!" Kirk was ecstatic as he looked in the full length mirror. 
‘Its definitely not bad" Bruce agreed, his eyes tracing over the design inked on his friend's sleek build. 


Kirk had a fiery and naughty personality, and the flames that adorned each hip was a bold, and accurate, 
testimonial to this. "It's perfect!" 


"And they'll definitely earn you a hell of a lot more." Bruce said. 

Kirk turned to Bruce. "Which is another reason why you should have gotten something sexy, too!" 

"We're not going through this again Kwirk" Bruce tapped his foot. 

Kirk was happily studying his new additions, a few of the employees, both male and female, ‘discreetly’ took 
little peeks at the bronze-skinned man, everything exposed down to a bit of the black curls that made up the 
thatch of hair just above his goods. "Bah! Whatever! And the pain wasn't as bad as | thought it would be!" 
"You damn near cut off my circulation!" Bruce protested. 


I'm definitely considering more of these in the future. The very near future to be exact" 


Bruce opened his mouth to speak, the ringing of his phone cutting off his words. He had a bad habit of not 


looking at who phoned him, he just preferred to answer. "Hello? Bruce Dickinson here." 
"Bruce." 

His heart skipped a beat, several in fact. "Chris?" 

Kirk's eyes snapped back on him once more, curiosity swamping the gaze. 


His voice was level, giving nothing away. "Yeah. How fast can you get to the condo? I've only got a few hours 


free and I've put this off long enough." 


So he had been busy, he hadn't gotten the brush off, well, yet anyway "Ill drop Kirk off back home and I'll be 


there as soon as | can" 
"Good. We really need to talk and resolve this." 


Before Bruce could reply, he heard the distinct drone of dial tone. 
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Bruce took deep breaths as the shrill ring of the doorbell sounded through the seemingly empty condo, and as 
the seconds ticked by, he became even more nervous. As the seconds turned into minutes, Bruce debated on 


whether or not he should see this through or bolt from the door. 


The choice was made for him when the door finally opened, his jaw nearly dropping at the sight before him. 
Chris's shoulder-length hair was a mass of damp curls, a few stranded drops of water gliding down his chest 
and down his sculpted abdomen and finally soaking into the material of the sweatpants he wore, which were 


clinging to his hips by a prayer. 


Bruce felt his mouth start to water and swallowed hard, his jeans tightening considerably. He mentally slapped 
himself, now was not the time for fantasizing, he was here to solve whatever kinks were in their relationship, 
and maybe there would be time for them to truly ‘make-up’ if that was the route they would take. They just 
had to get there. 


Chris stepped back and let Bruce into the condo; he had spent many a noon in its kitchen, Chris displaying his 
prowess as a cook, which was another one of his astounding qualities. It was also another reason why he didn't 
just throw Dave off of him sooner, or why he even went to the redhead's home in the first place. Apparently, 
this was what Chris wanted to know. 


"Why?" Was all he asked as they arrived in said kitchen 
"You're drinking again?" Bruce asked incredulously. 


The tall figure slid onto the barstool of the island counter that housed a half-full bottle of wine and a glass 
beside it. He had driven him back to the bottle? Over a kiss? 


‘Moderation is the key. I've had this bottle for a few years now; a sip here and there when | needed it for 


stress or emotions related to stress. It has been a constant companion these last few weeks." 
Bruce cringed. And that would be his fault. 


"Now, | ask again, why?" Chris repeated as he poured the wine into the small glass, stopping at about the 


halfway point. 


Bruce hopped up on the stool next to him and sighed, burying his face in his hands. "I don't know how to 


answer you when | don't know myself." 


"If it was anyone else, | would be angry for a bit, but | would get over it pretty quickly. But Dave.| know." he 


paused, took a drink, and soldiered on "I know that if anyone could take you away from me-" 


Bruce groaned and slid off the stool, turning Chris's face towards him and cupping the back of his damp head, 
pressing their foreheads together. "Don't do this to yourself, Chris. |-" 


"He's the one. If anyone could tear you from my arms, it would be him. That fact alone turns an insignificant 
kiss into a catastrophe." Chris shook his head, his body turning as he clutched Bruce to him. "You have to 


decide what you want. Him or me. It can't be both of us, Bruce" 

"That's why l'm here. | want you, | want this!" 

"Then why?" 

"| don't know! If there's some sort of attachment, | don't where it might be. | Just. Don't. Know" 


Chris shook his head again, parting from Bruce and climbing off the stool, his steps carrying him out of the 
kitchen 


Bruce rushed over and snagged him by his upper arm, turning him around to face him. "What do you want 
from me?!" 


"I know what | want, but | can't control you or your life. | just hope you can accept me not being present in it. 
I-I.] can't just be friends with you anymore Bruce, and | can't be around you and want you, need you, so badly, 


only to know that your heart beats for another." 


"For crying out loud! There's no other bloke | want! | told you that | wanted you! What happened with Dave was 
just a mistake, one that | don't plan on making again! What. Do. You. Want. From. Me?" 


Chris looked him square in the eye. "If it started at the Wanderlust, it should end at the Wanderlust" He said 
quietly. 


Bruce's face scrunched up in confusion. "I don't follow you." 


"You work there, and if he feels a shred of what | feel for you, l'm sure he'll go there at some point to find 
you. Break it off completely, if you have any contact at any time after that night, there needs to be a third 
party present for the whole duration. | don't trust him at all” 


Bruce glanced down at the floor and thought long and hard about this, could he really do it? He locked eyes 
with Chris, he's certainly willing to try. He nodded. "If itll give you peace of mind, then fine. I'll do anything.’ 


Chris let out the breath he was holding, and a barely there, but visible smile graced his face. "Thank you." 
Bruce stepped up to him. "So.:you and |, we're okay? You're not leaving me?" 

Chris shook his head. "It would have killed me to part with you. Do you need me to be there with you?" 

"| can handle it, we'll be in a crowded place." 

"That happens to be a strip club." Chris raised a brow, with a more visible smile on his face. 

"Kirk will be back by that time. I'm sure he'll be watching over us like a hawk." 

"And every bit as ready to pounce at its prey, too." Chris chuckled. 

Bruce managed a small laugh before things went quiet between them. Their gazes held for what seemed to be 
forever before Bruce shuffled nervously under the rapidly heating scrutiny. "I'm sure you're going to be busy, 
so I'll just get out of your way." He didn't want to leave, but he was sure Chris had things to do, and they 
could see each other regularly again once the whole gala thing was out of the way. He maneuvered around 
Chris, intending to head for the front door. 

An iron grip around his wrist prevented him from going any further, a hand winding around his waist and 
pulling him flush against the lanky body of the artist. Chris quickly surveyed the clock just above the stove. 


I've got about two hours to kill before | have to meet with my consultant. Care to help me pass the time?" 


Bruce glanced down. The sweatpants had fallen down even further, his hip indents now visible. His mouth went 


dry. Fuck. "l-1 think | have an idea of what we could do.." 
Chris smirked. "I'm all ears." 


And by the slowly rising tent in those sweatpants, that wasn't all he was. 


Sudden Mistakes 
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Two Months Later.. 

Bruce frowned as Kai held out an envelope for him; he had just gotten off-stage after yet another rowdy 
performance as the headliner. Confusion lacing his eyes, he fiddled with the envelope, tearing it open and pulling 
out the simple card inside. 

"Lars told me to give it to you. He did not tell who is from." Kai shrugged at his quick, questioning glance. 
Bruce read the small and slightly sloppy text and felt his heart pick up speed. It was from Dave. 

Affer your shift, meet me at my place. We got things to talk about. 


-Dave 


By then Kirk had come backstage to find Bruce, and was quietly reading the message over his shoulder. "Are 


you gonna go?" 

Bruce sighed and turned to Kirk "I've got to finish this once and for all, Kwirk" 

"Why wait almost three months?" Kai asked. 

"He was in rehab apparently." Kirk answered before glaring at Bruce. "This is the chance to end this thing once 
and for all. You and Chris are happy now, and the longer you draw this out, the more harmful to your 
relationship it's gonna be." 


Bruce nodded. He was right after all. "I'm gonna get changed and head there now. Wish me luck." 


Kirk patted him on the back and Kai gave him a supportive grin, neither did anything to soothe the nerves that 


were building up inside of him. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce bit his lip as he eyed the mostly dark house; Dave's car was out front, but was he even awake now? He 
said to come here after his shift, so he had to be up, or at least Bruce hoped so. Once he was at the door, he 
rang the bell, the sound echoing throughout the seemingly empty home. 


Just a few moments later, the door opened up to a very different Dave. Sure he looked the same for the 
most part, he had definitely gotten bulkier since he had last seen him, but there was something in his eyes 
that let him know that he wasn't looking at the maniac that had attacked him that night in Madrid, and the 


slight annoyance that was ever-present in the hazel gaze was there no longer. 
"Hey." Dave smiled. 
Bruce flushed, "Hey." 


"Come on in" Dave waved him inside and guided him downstairs and into what seemed to be a homemade gym, 
it definitely had all the essentials needed for one. "You caught me in mid-meditation, | hope you don't mind while 


| finish. Hell, you could even join me." 


That would explain the athletic shorts and plain t-shirt. Bruce was urged to remove his shoes, sitting in front 
of Dave on the mat that was parallel to the redhead. A bit reluctant and a good bit perplexed, Bruce followed 
through Dave's instructions, surprised to feel highly relaxed after the session 


‘Okay, I'm sure you know why | asked you to come here." Dave said as they finished the last breathing 


exercise. 
"I believe | have a pretty good idea" Bruce responded, looking over at him, ready to talk things over. 


He wasn't prepared for what happened next. Dave crawled over and sat down next to him, Bruce's heart rate 
running wild as he took in the scent of the man that was very close to him, their arms brushing together. 


Dave reached up, his hand gently tilting Bruce's gaze towards him. 
"Good." Dave leaned in. 
Bruce's eyes furrowed. "Dave, |-" 


That was as far as he was able to go before Dave's lips were on his. This time he tried to fight it, honestly, 
he did, but the soft touch of those plump lips just behind his ear did him in. All caution thrown to the wind, 
Bruce climbed into Dave's lap, his arms wrapping around Dave's neck as they fell backwards. Dave immediately 


turned them over, the kiss turning more fervent as their arousal grew. 


Dave broke the kiss and sprung up, reaching down to pull Bruce up as well and he ushered him to a door 

located at the far left side of the room. They entered what seemed to be a private locker room, a long, thick 
cushion sat in the middle of the tiled room, various amenities darted here and there. Dave tugged harshly on 
his shirt, the material nearly ripping as it was yanked above his head. The rest of their clothing followed the 


same fate as Bruce's shirt, quickly shed before being discarded in a random direction 


Dave yanked open a door that led to a large shower; he pushed Bruce through, closing the door behind them. 
Bruce was hit with the initial impact of cold water as Dave turned the spray on, only shivering for a moment 
before Dave's body wrapped around his own. Their lips met once more, Dave shoving him up against the cold 


tiles that made up the walls of the stall as the area around them began to fog up from the increasing steam. 


Bruce cried out into his mouth as Dave's thick fingers enclosed around his aching and throbbing member, his 
hips pumping along with the tight strokes of his cock. There was nothing sweet about this; it was a base need 
that had gone unfulfilled for too long, the need to conquer and be conquered magnifying in the humid 
atmosphere. Dave bit into the area that dipped just in the center of Bruce's collarbone, Bruce's voice filling the 
stall once again as his hips thrust sharply into the hand pleasuring him. 


A wet finger caressed the wrinkled ring around Bruce's entrance, roughly finding a home in the younger man's 
passage, drawing yet another scream from him; Bruce relished in the spikes of pain as he was stretched none 
too gently by Dave, the sharp nips on his neck spurring his arousal even further. It wasn't until Dave turned 
him around and prepared to enter him, did Bruce get hit with a hard sense of reality and the thought of the 
consequences of what he was about to do; but at the moment, he just couldn't stop himself, he felt he needed 


this, needed Dave. 


And as he felt him slip deep inside of him, a tear dripped down his face amongst the cascading water splashing 
down from the multiple showerheads in the stall as he thought about all the people he was hurting by doing 
this, including himself, in the long run. 


No Turning Back/Kirk\'s Reaction 
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He took great gasping breaths as the aftershocks of a well-earned climax radiated through his sweat-soaked 
frame. His lover, much in the same predicament as he, gently slid out of him, collapsing on the bed beside him. 
This had been going on for more than a few fortnights; he would have tea at the coffee house with Chris, and 
later in the day he would go to ‘see’ Dave, or like Today, spend the afternoon with his boyfriend. There was still 
the immense guilt when he slept with Dave, but he had got to a point where he could bury it deep down until 
he was alone, or with Chris, in which he would find the nearest available surface to entice the artist into little 


sessions of their own. 


"| don't know what's gotten into you recently," Chris kissed his temple and threw an arm over Bruce's waist, 


pulling him close. "But | can't say I'm complaining about it” 


‘Another man, and guilt. Overwhelming, heart-hurting, sleepless night guilt: Bruce thought bitterly ‘And | can't 
even begin to think what to tell Kirk if, more like when, he found out: 


Outside his inner turmoil he just chuckled and reciprocated the kisses that were showered upon him by his 
lover. Chris pressed their foreheads together. 


"| love you, Bruce." he smiled. 


There it was yet again, the tremendous guilt, God he was such a terrible excuse for a person and lover. He 


had to fight back the bitter tears as he thought about his wrongdoings. 

"| love you too, Chris." he managed. 

And he honestly did. See, he was stuck in between a rock and hard place, a bit literally, all things considered: 
Chris held his very heart in his hands, but Dave had him by his balls, the lust between them overwhelming 


when they were together. Maybe, just maybe, if he played things right, even though his mind and heart told 
him how wrong this was, he could have his cake and eat it too, he could get the best of both worlds. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NN NNN 


"Bruce! Over here!" 


Bruce fought the urge to cringe at the sound of Andis voice. He changed his direction and headed towards the 
small group consisting of Andi, Kirk, Kai, and an obviously younger man, boy really, with them. 


"Bruce is Tobias, or Tobi, Sammet and Tobi is Bruce Dickinson" Kai introduced the two. 
Bruce mustered a false smile, and shook the boy's hand. "Nice to meet you." 
"The pleasure is mine. | have heard many good things about you." Tobi grinned. 


"Then they only told you the half of it, mate." This cause a wave of laughter amongst the group, both Bruce's 
and Kirk's a bit strained. 


"Bruce." Kirk muttered in his ear as the other three engaged in a rather deep discussion. "We need to talk. Like, 


now. 


How many times had he heard that in the last few months? He reluctantly nodded, and with a quick excuse to 
the others, they went backstage. 


"Is there a reason why we haven't spoken in several weeks? Since when do we do that?" Kirk crossed his arms. 


"And I've tried calling you, I've stopped by, and I've waited after hours here for you." 
"Kwirk." Bruce started. 


"And you have ‘the look’ on your face. Did you forget that | can read you like a book? What the hell have you 
done?" Kirk glared at him. 


He couldn't lie to his best friend, he just couldn't, so he told him the truth. Once he began, Kirk was surprised, 
and a little horrified, but as he finished, Kirk looked increasingly pissed off, and eventually it ended with 


revulsion. 


Kirk shook his head, "I never thought I'd ever say this about you, but l'm passed disappointment at this point, 
I'm disgusted." 


The revelation turned his insides cold and he felt slightly sick. "Kwirk-" 


"Don't call me that. How dare you?" Kirk's voice was level, but the fire in his eyes was unmistakable. "To drag 


that poor man along, hell, | even pity Dave! Does he know you're with Chris?" 
Bruce opened his mouth the answer, but was cut off. 


It doesn't matter if he knows! You know! And this isn't about me admiring Chris as a person, he's a damn good 


person and you throw that and his forgiveness and trust in you back in his face without him even detecting 


it!" 


Bruce could feel the prickle behind his eyes, he knew he deserved this, and he knew it would be even worse 


when Chris or Dave found out. 


"Since you love the place so much | know you still go to that coffee house every morning, and every morning 
you look him in the eye and laugh and talk like you're not fucking someone behind his back!" Kirk's face was just 
a few inches from his now. "And you avoid me for weeks now because you probably couldn't look me in the 


eye, am | right?" 
"It just got out of hand. | don't know how it happened, but-" 


"Oh boo-hoo! You never do! You're so stupid at times! You never seem to think before you do shit! Just like 


that time when you and that guy-" 
Bruce's face turned a sickly pale color. "You swore you'd never bring that up." 


Kirk's face lost its color as well. "Bruce.l'm sorry. | was just angry, | know you never asked for that to happen 
and | know it wasn't your fault." 


Bruce shook his head and backed away. "You're right. | should take responsibility. | led him on, just like I'm doing 
Dave and Chris and that's why he.." 


"Bruce, please." Kirk stepped forward. "| didn't mean it." 
"And thats why he.." Bruce shuddered. "I'm no better than him." 
"That man was a monster, Bruce. You're not a monster! You make mistakes, but you'll never be that!" 


Bruce kept on, backing up when Kirk tried to embrace him. "Fine. I'll tell him, them. Don't want anything else that 
bad to happen again, yeah?" 


"Brucel" 


Bruce closed the door to the dressing room, immediately locking it. He leaned his head back against it and let 
out a shaky breath. Karma hit him bad once already, and it was about to come once more in the form of 
Chris leaving him and he had no one to blame but himself. Kirk was right, he always did something, mostly on 
impulse, and it always brought forth unfathomable consequences. This time, it would come in the form of 
losing the only man who truly gave a damn about him; he always listened to what he had to say, he always 
spoke of dreams achieved and those he sought to complete, he always wanted to see him smile, he never 
asked him for anything he wasn't willing to give, he always made sure to open doors for him, and even though 


he put up protest, deep inside he enjoyed the thought, he was beautiful inside and out. 


And he gave that all up for several nights of pleasure with Dave in which Chris would have been more than 


welcome to give him. 


He deserved to be alone. 


All Falls Down 
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Chris had agreed to meet him at the Wanderlust after his performance since they couldn't meet up for their 
usual coffee early that morning and Bruce had to work that night. Bruce had made many excuses as to why 
he couldn't join his lover in their early morning ritual for the past week, but in reality, he had spent days 
trying to figure out how he was going to break the news of his infidelities to him, and not only that, but the 
emotional turmoil that his best friend had sent him through with just the mentioning of bad memories he had 
hoped to bury. 


He had ignored days of calls and text messages from Kirk, along with teary voicemails that left him nearly in 
tears himself. But earlier that day, Kirk had come over while he was huddle in one of his thinking bouts about 
Chris and they were finally able to settle things and Kirk even stayed to lend moral support until it was for 
him to meet Chris. 


‘lm going with you." Kirk said. 
"You don't have to work today. And besides, this is between me and Chris, Kwirk" Bruce argued. 


But Kirk held firm. "The last time you handled something like this alone it turned into the problem you're facing 


now. I'm going with you, even if | have to wait in the car or linger at a distance." 


He threw his hands up; he knew he wasn't going to win, so he snatched up his keys and Kirk followed him out 
of the complex and into the night. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Bruce could feel his heart beat wildly in his chest, despite the somewhat calming influence that Kirk's presence 
brought beside him. Kirk didn't have the words to make him feel like Chris would look past his recent 
transgressions like last time, because Kirk himself had no way of gauging how the man would react to what his 


best friend had to say. 


If at all possible, when he saw the long figure of the artist coming through the backstage door, his heart 


raced even faster. 


tll be alright, I'll be right behind the door if you need me." Kirk gave him a weak smile and squeezed his 
shoulder, nodding to Chris as he exited out the same door he had arrived in. 


His heart contracted when Chris smiled down at him; he was going to miss that grin and the loving look in his 


eyes. "Hey, beautiful” 

'H-hey" Bruce stammered 

Chris's brows drew in. "Is there something wrong?" 

"Im so bloody scared right now | don't know what to do." Bruce said, more to himself than to his lover. 


There was a bit of a commotion outside of the door, but both men just assumed it was the patrons getting a 


bit rowdy as usual. 


Chris wrapped an arm around his waist and grabbed his chin, lifting his gaze towards his. "You can tell me 


anything, you know that don't you?" 

Bruce could feel himself shaking as Chris planted a soft kiss on his lips, and Bruce clung to him like a drowning 
man to floating debris. This would be that last time he would ever be drawn into a kiss so loving that it made 
his chest ache and enticing enough to heat his body to dangerous temperatures. That's when they both heard 
the door open, Kirk's voice registering in their ears before someone else spoke up. 

"What the fuck?! 

And Bruce squeezed his eyes shut in misery. 

"What the fuck?! Dave could feel his blood boil, who the hell was this asshole kissing what was his? 

He knew that since that night in Madrid, that Bruce wouldn't be exclusive to him anymore, and that he would 

accept more ‘clientele’, but the way this particular man was holding him, this ran a lot deeper than business. 

Dave stalked towards the pair and glared daggers at the man. 

Chris parted from Bruce and turned to the man fully. "And who might you be?" his voice icily polite. 


"Dave..please, just go." Bruce said. 


Chris glanced back at Bruce before looking back at Dave. "Mm. So | finally can put a face to the name and 


person that's caused so much trouble." 


Dave snorted. "You put your hands and your fuckin’ lips on him again and l'll show you trouble. Now | suggest 


you run along to your little paint brushes and go make pretty little pictures while he spends time with a real 


man. 


"Oh God, please no" Bruce whispered to himself, and turned pleading eyes to Kirk, who was staring wide-eyed at 


the increasing confrontation. Kirk moved his eyes to Bruce and nodded, rushing out of the door. 


"Who the hell do you think you are?" Bruce detect the first signs of anger in Chris's voice, the man stepping 
up to Dave until they were eye to eye, nose to nose. 


Dave shoved Chris back a few paces, and before Bruce could do or say anything, Chris immediately swung, his 
fist connecting with an unsuspecting Dave's nose. Before things turned even more violent, people were 
everywhere, mostly those that worked there, some grabbing hold of Dave while some attached themselves to 


Chris. 


"You son of a bitch!" Dave spat, blood dripping from his nose as he struggled against the men that were 


holding him. "Ill fuckin’ kill you!" 
"You ruined your chance when you laid hands on him. It's over! He's mine. You hear me? It's fucking over!" 


A smirk stole over Dave's face. "It's over? | don't consider him coming over to fuck me while you were fiddling 


around with your fuckin’ paints over." 


Bruce whimpered as the fight left Chris's body and shock ran over his face, the artist looking over to him in 
question. He couldn't speak, he just looked at him helplessly, at a loss for words. Chris gently tugged himself 
out of the softening grip of the men behind him before he walked over to where Bruce was now standing. 


"Bruce?" 
"I-l'm so sorry. Chris please...” 
Y P 


Chris closed his eyes and shook his head, heading towards the exit in the mostly, save for Bruce's halting sobs, 


qui et area. 


And as the backstage door closed silently behind him, Bruce buried his face in his hands in sorrow and shame, 
sliding down the red-painted concrete wall, his shoulders shaking with the force of his anguished tears. 


Go Your Own Way? 
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As Bruce drove down the country road, he wondered, for the millionth time, what exactly he was trying to 
achieve. It had been three weeks since that night at the Wanderlust, and since then he had tried calling, texting, 
and leaving voicemails for Chris, but he, like he had expected, hadn't responded to any of them. Chris had 
opened yet another gala downtown, or that's at least what he gathered from the news and press, and it had 
been a major success. He was on a billboard or two and he had listened to what he heard was a very rare 
interview with his ex-lover in it; it seemed that now they had parted ways, he was everywhere, and it caused 


Bruce's heart to break even more. 


Since then, he had hung up his leather for good, despite it being a haven of sorts for him for the last five 
years or so, but now, all he saw was an empty shell of a building packed with horny, slimy bastards with 
nothing but a misery filled past. He had packed up his things and moved to Long Island, where he had enrolled 
into the Academy of Aviation to pursue the dream he had since coming to the States a few years back. Kirk 
and the others would visit him from time to time, and Dave tried calling him non-stop the first week or two, 
but after days with no answers, he seemed to have given up. He really didn't want to be bothered with him 


anymore, his eyes were for one person and he had taken that person for granted. 


Which probably explained why he was on his way to Montauk, he had been over to the condo, but he had been 
told that the inhabitant had moved out and sold the place, and now he was hoping that Chris was still in his 
glass home; it had taken to screw ups, but he was more than ready to put all his time and effort into a 
relationship with him. He'd rather be with a man that loved him with all he had than a cocky, volatile, and 
confrontational psychopath (yeah, so he wasn't being entirely fair about his description of Dave but he now 
had a much distorted view of the redhead) any day. 


He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw the car in the driveway, although the lengthy curtains drawn all 
around the inside did little to elevate that relief. He quickly crossed the distance between his vehicle and the 


front door, nervously ringing the doorbell. There was a long pause and he rung it again, still no answer. 


Bruce shook his head and had turned to go back to his car when the door finally opened. He turned back 
around and his heart leapt in his throat, even in a sleeveless shirt and jogging pants he still looked gorgeous. 
The only thing that took away from the vision in front of him was the indifferent look in his eyes, No anger, no 


sadness, no hate, just.indifference. 


"What do you want?" his voice was very neutral 
"C-can | come in? | need to talk to you" Bruce asked, wringing his hands nervously, 

No" Chris move to shut the door, but Bruce pressed himself up against, effectively blocking the way. 
"Chris, please.” 

"| have nothing to say to you. Move 


"You may not have anything to say, but | do. Just let me get this off of my chest and if you want nothing to 


do with me then | have no choice but to accept it" 
Chris mulled this over for about a minute before he opened the door. "Say you piece, then leave." 


Bruce was surprised to see the living room bare, with boxes scattered here and there as the door closed 


behind him. "You're moving?" 

"Say your piece, then leave." Chris repeated. 

Bruce took a deep breath. "lve been doing a lot of thinking, and | want to start off by saying l'm sorry." 

Chris snorted. "Damn right you are. Amongst other things that | won't put name to." 

"You have absolutely no reason to believe me, but | do love you, Chris." 

"Mmmhmm. Sure." Chris crossed his arms over his chest. 

"Am | young? Not so much anymore. Am | naive? Absolutely. | found that | was so in love with the idea of 
being in love that | latched onto anything | could find, and it costed me the real deal when it finally sat right 
across from me in a shitty strip club." 

Chris eyes narrowed, there was no longer indifference, but that was for neither better nor worse. 

"For so long all | needed was a night of entertainment and fun, and I'm a tease by nature, throw in a few shags 
here and there, and the Wanderlust became the perfect place for me at that age. | guess deep down | was so 
ready for a transition out of that by the time Dave came along that my mind warped to just include him. | 
was told he had a temper, | could see that he was overly possessive by the way he made me exclusive, but | 
thought that if he would go through the trouble and spend the money that he must really care for me, and 


so | developed a deviated feeling of what | thought was love for him, and | even planned to tell him that." 


That statement was met with another snort. 


"| didn't realize until that night in Madrid that | had an altered sense of reality when it came to him. And he 
beat that out of me, quite literally. It didn't really hit me what it was to really care and adore someone until 


you told me | was beautiful even after you saw my banged up face, and whether you were joking or not-" 

| wasn't." came the quiet reply. 

Bruce swallowed. "It made me realize something. He never told me | was beautiful, he never looked at me like | 
was the most precious thing in his life, and he never told me he felt for me until he figured that if | was 
alone then someone else might come ‘sweep me off my feet. But he was far too late and it had already 
happened." 


"Pretty words. Is there a point to them?" Chris said. 


| love you and | need you." Bruce cautiously approached him. "It took two cock-ups for me to realize it, but if 


you give me another chance I'll prove to you that you'll be the only one in my life.” 


Chris shook his head, his eyes cast to the ground. "Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me. 


l'm just not emotionally or mentally prepared for a third strike out” 


"Please! Just one more chance. I'll get on my bloody knees and beg if | have to. To hell with my pride Chris! | 
need you and I'll do anything to change your mind" 


"Bruce-" 

"| quit working at the Wanderlust and l'm currently in finishing up my pre-regs in flight school. I'm willing to do 
much more just to have you back!" Bruce could feel the tears run down his face, he didn't care if he looked, 
sounded, or was acting like a bird, he could feel his whole world about to collapse and the state of it was in 
the balance of one man's decision. It frightened him to no end, but also taught him not to take things for 
granted. 


It doesn't matter anyway." Chris swept his arm around him to indicate the room. "As you can see, I'm leaving 


this place." 
Bruce frowned. "Where to?" 
"Back to Seattle." 


If it wasn't for Chris catching him in time, Bruce would have crumpled to the floor. "No, no, no. God please no." 


he chanted over and over again. 
‘lm afraid yes. There's nothing left for me here." 


Bruce buried his face in his hands, his body hitching at the force of his tears. Chris cursed his weakness in 


seeing him cry, and wrapped his arms around him. He removed his hands and clasped them on Chris's 


shoulders. "Then please, please take me with you." 


New Horizons 
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Chris paused, before shaking his head. "I can't do it a third time. | can't." 

Bruce body shook harder in his arms as the smaller man clung to him even tighter, and had to fight down his 
own tears. This was not what he expected when he first opened the door, hell, all he had expected to happen 
was yet another day of tedious packing. 


"P-please don't leave m-me, Chris. If it t-takes the rest of my l-life I'll prove to you t-that I'm sorry and 


that | |-love you! | need you, please d-don't leave me!" Bruce begged. 


Chris squeezed his eyes tightly together as he felt the first tear slide down his cheek. "B-Bruce. | can't do this 
a third time." he tried again. 


Bruce turned his tear-stained face up to him. "You w-won't have to. God, p-please, itll be a fresh start w- 
without everything that's h-happened here." 


"Bruce, no. What about your friends? | mean Kirk-"" 
"Kirk will understand! Kirk understood w-when | q-quit and left for Long Island!" 
Chris could feel his resolve starting to crack "Everything you have here-" 


"Means n-nothing anymore. Three weeks were b-bad enough, but | can't h-handle not having you for the rest 


of m-my life." 


The last few weeks had been agony without Bruce, and he hadn't really thought about living the rest of his life 
without him. In just a short period of time, he had fallen so hard it turned his world upside down twice and 
made his head spin. Fuck. 


‘Ive learned my lesson, Chris. The hard way, but | learned. Please don't turn me away." his voice had begun to 
stabilize, but the tears were still etching salty trails down his face. "Please." 


Chris took a deep breath. "My plane takes off at ten tomorrow morning. Get whatever you need, leave 


everything you don't." 


If at all possible, Bruce clutched him tighter, the relief that surged through him made his knees weak and he 
grabbed the back of his head and pulled their lips together, the kiss desperate between the two men. 


"| don't know what the hell you did to me, but the hurt from knowing that you were with Dave is nowhere 
near as harsh as the pain of never being with you again" Chris pressed his forehead against Bruce's, little 


pecks being shared between every few words. 


"| can't never replace the pain you felt that night but | promise you'll never have to find out how it feels to 


never have me again" Bruce whispered before his lips were claimed once more in a searing kiss. 


Chris lifted him in his arms, the deceptive strength in the lanky body holding him steady as the artist dodge 


several boxes before laying him on the couch, the two lovers desperate to make up for lost time. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Word had spread pretty quickly that the great artist Chris Cornell was no longer calling New York home, and 
word had spread between everyone that Bruce knew that he was going to be his permanent companion in 
Seattle. Kirk had cried, but made Bruce promise to give him an address so he could come visit, and made him 
swear that he would come and visit him sometime. 


Steve hadn't liked the thought of it, especially since he had been left out of the loop since the events in 
Madrid, but after meeting Chris, he reluctantly caved in, knowing that Bruce would be in good hands. That's 
how David found out that Bruce was leaving, and ultimately, how Dave found out. 

And as Chris and Bruce prepared to board the plane, Bruce turned to see a familiar dart of red in the 
distance. He looked up at Chris, his lover, his boyfriend that is, nodded and squeezed his hand encouragingly, 
Bruce sighing and taking measured steps to meet him. 

"So, this is it, huh?" Dave asked quietly. "It's really over between us?" 

"Yes. Yes, it is." Bruce responded 

"And he's really who you want?" 

Bruce nodded. "Without any shadow of doubt now." 


"And there's nothing | can say or do to change your mind in any way?" 


Bruce shook his head. "No. lm afraid not." 


"Then the only thing | can say is that | really loved you. It may not have always been obvious, but | did, and 
still do after everything that's happened." 


“There's a little piece of my heart that you will always have, but it belongs to Chris and there are no hands | 


trust more to hold it in their clutches." 
Bruce was surprised to see a tear slide down the redhead's face. "Then all | can do is wish you the best" 


Bruce stepped up to him and hugged him, Dave returning the embrace like a man long starved. "You're clean 
now, and you've learned as many lessons as | have. Now that your eyes are open, the next person you look to 


will be one of the luckiest people on this earth. Treat them like they deserve to be treated." 
Dave nodded, and they parted, Bruce kissing his cheek before they heard the gravel crunch behind them. 
"They're ready for take-off" Chris announced softly. 


Bruce backed away and took Chris's hand, Dave and Chris's eyes meeting for a moment before they 
acknowledged each other one last time with a short nod. The couple turned and Dave watched them go, then 
plane taking off not too long after they boarded. And Dave's eyes locked onto the plane until it was swallowed 
up by the light blue of the morning sky. Shaking his head as a few more tears spilled down his face, he walked 
back to his car. 


One the plane, Bruce rested his head on Chris's shoulder as he shifted a bit in his arms as they got 
comfortable on the leather upholstery. Chris lifted his head up and they gazed in each other's eyes, both 
relieved to find no regrets, only love in their eyes, they shared a kiss before staring out the window into the 


vast ocean of blue. Bruce sighed in contentment. 


Lessons learned indeed. 


